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As it is by the deſire of honourable and moſt 
worthy friends, that I have ventured at. the pub- 
lication of the following Poetical trifles ; and as 
ſome very diſtinguiſhed perſonages have been 
pleaſed (though perhaps with too much partia- 
lity) to honour them with their approbation in 
manuſcript, I flatter myſelf that they are not 
wholly deſtitute of merit ; and hope they will be 
received with candour by my honourable and 


worthy Subſcribers, and by the Public in general. 


Some of the Latin pieces were written ſeveral 
years ſince; as were alſo moſt of the ſmaller 
Engliſh ones, and the tranſlations : the Bowling- 


a | Green 


[ wii ] 
Green is one of the lateſt productions; and how 
the Public may be pleaſed with the verſification, 
the conduct, and mechanical parts of it, I can- 
not pretend to ſay ; but as I think very little has 
been written upon the ſubject, it will be bound. 
at leaſt, to be an original: very little of the ma- 
chinery of antiquity made uſe of by Vida in his 
Schaccia, could be introduced into it; nor could 
much be gathered from Mr. Addiſon, who only 
gives us the outlines of the diverſion of the Bowl- 


ing-Green in his Sphæriſterium. 


Icould have wiſhed to have beſtowed a great deal 
more time on the Eſſay on Painting, as I pro- 
poſed to have made it my principle ſubject: but 
the very earneſt ſolicitations of my ends to have 
the publication forwarded, made it impoſſible for 
me to purſue the ſubject fo far as I had intended; 
nor had I time to give what I have written of it, 


thoſe 


[ xix ] 
thoſe delicate touches which were ſo very requiſite 


in a piece of ſo nice a nature. 


There is a Greek fentence which J have ſeen 
ſomewhere, and I fuppoſe it to be one of the 
ſymbols, or myſtical mottos of the old Philoſo- 
pher Pythagoras, which is, 

Tv d e emo cu. 
The hteral ſenſe of which is, Keep the vinegar 
cruet far from you. It is an expreſſion which ſeems 


particularly addreſſed to the critical, or more pro- 
perly to the ſatirical fraternity : I make no doubt 
my friends will pay a due regard to it: and to 
| thoſk who only chocs to/ſee imperfettians, 1 ſhell 
ſay with Mr. Pope, 


'Tis hard to ſay, if greater want of {kill 
Appear in writing, or in judging ill; 
But, of the two, leſs dang'rous is th' offence 
To tire our patience, than miſlead our ſenſe. 
a 2 Some 


[xx ] 
Some few in that, but numbers err in this, 
Ten cenſure wrong for one who writes amiſs; 
A fool might once himſelf alone expoſe, 


Nov one in verſe makes many more in proſe. 


A part of the River Dove has been printed ; but 


it was at the requeſt of particular friends whom 


it was impoſſible to oblige with it in any other 


way; it ought, upon that account, to have 
eſcaped eriticiſin : but the good, the virtuous, 
and impartial Monthly Reviewers laid hold on it, 


and did all in their power to condemn it: while 


the other Reviewers and periodical Writers, with 


good-nature and candour ſaid as much in its com- 


mendation. Laudatur ab his, culpatur ab illis: 


ſo with reſpect to criticiſm it is ſtill juſt upon a 


par: but it is no wonder I drew upon me the re- 


| ; \ . 
ſentment of the Monthly Reviewers when I men- 


tioned ſome worthy Clergymen of the eſtabliſhed 
Church with particular reſpect; as they are all 


Sectaries 
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n! 
Sectaries of ſome denomination or other, it was 
ſure to produce condemnation from them: the 
capital manner in which thoſe Cynics attempted 
to ſhew their teeth, would have ſucceeded juſt as 
well upon the Carmen ſeculare of Horace, or on 
that poem of divine inſpiration, the Pſalms of 
David : but as I have no reaſon to regard them, 
and to let them know in what a contemptuous 
light I hold them, I ſhall preſent them with-the 


following lines : 


To you, Reviewers, now I write, 

Who, ever full of ſpleen and ſpite, 

With deſpicable rancour ſtrove, 

To cavil with the River Dove; 

And tain wou'd have it underſtood, 
Tis quite fill'd up with dirt and mud; 

When 'tis well known, ſo ſwift it glides, 

No filth within it long abides; 

And where its current ſmoothly flows, 

Its boſom pure the heavens ſhews ; 

Its mountain-tops look gay and ſunny, 

Its vallies flow with milk and honey. 

Theſe 


L* 


Theſe monthly grave and ſage Reviewers, 
With filth ſkim'd out of common. ſewers, 
Of moſt envenom'd inky matter, 

The Dove-dale ditty durſt beſpatter ; 
And more like fiends, than merry wags, 
Wanted to rip it all to rags, 

With paltry poor pedantic rules, 

From el'emoſynary ſchools; 

Fixing, to gain their black deſign, 
Huge Cynic teeth betwixt each line; 
And, in their arbitrary way, 

Juſt what they pleaſe, pretend to ſay; 

Tranſpoſing Ruſtic to Sublime, 

The Pathos, to the Comic rhyme: 
But may the ſnarling Junto know, 

The ſong muſt live while Dove ſhall flow. 
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Page 19, line 13, for ſorded, read ſordid. 

Page 33, line 13, for huſh, read huſh'd. 

Page 173, line 16, for and, read on. 

Page 187, line 3, for Pulcrum, read Pulchrum. 
line 9, for pulcra, read pulchraà. 
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ODE 


. 0d <nhwot 
"Ep thee Oh! Lord my voice raiſe z 
With adoration, flow my rel. 
Pervading all my frame; 5 
Awake my voice, and tuneful Ire, Exp! : + 
Be ſwell'd with ſoft Seraphic fire, | 
To praiſe my maker's name. 


But Oh! what Muſe with feeble wing, 
Can with befitting praiſes ſing, oo, 

n life, and love 3 
That cou'd the heavens, ak ſea, airy 
From Chaos bring to age fair, 


And all ſuſtain and move. 


B 


„ 


F 
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i] 
One univerſal perfect ſoul, 
One Deity directs the whole, 


One true and only Lord : 


Father of all; who all informs; 


Who Man with life and reaſon warms, 


Created by his word. 


Excelling all that moſt excell, 


Who thy omnipotence can tell; 


Or where at firſt begun; 


Or, where thy providence extends, 


The regular confuſion ends; 
Or wonderfully run. 
To thee, the lark, when pois'd on high, | 
Sings hallelujahs in the ſky, 
And celebrates thy praiſe : 
To thee, the ſoftly-cooing dove, 


Murmurs his plaintive ſong of love, 


In pure, pathetic lays, 


1 2 1 


Tis to thy praiſe, the lambkins bound, 
With n feet, and beat the grounds, 5 
And join the gen'ral voice, 
Of nature, in its ſphery chime, 
Where ſun, and moon, and ſtars keep time, 
And all in thee rejoice. 


Shall Man ungratefully be ſtill? 

When all the gen'ral chorus fill! 

To God be ever given, | 

With humble gratitude my praiſe : 

With ſacred raptures wing'd, my lays 
Aſcend! from earth to heaven. 
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On a particular EMIGRATION. 
Quid brevi fortes jaculamur v 
Multa ? quid terras alio calentes 
Sole mutamus ? patriæ quis exul 


Se quoque fugit. Hor, 


Aras how few tranquillity can find, 
How few enjoy the ſweetneſs of repoſe ! 
Not thoſe whom wealth, and ſplendid honours blind, 


Are leaſt tormented with corroding woes. 


Vainly ambitious of encreaſing pow'r 
How all are bent on titles, wealth, or fame ! 
How, tho' uncertain of a day, or hour, 


All to be greater, and yet greater aim ! 


Who but obſerves the buſtle of reſort, 
> The buſy folly of the giddy throng, 
How, each, to each, will pay a ſervile court! 
Their various paſſions puſhing them along. 
| Well 
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Well might he think, tho? here the arts refin d. 


Politeſt learning, and wide commerce reign, 
With peace moſt welcome to the tranquil mind; 


The ſeeming happy, happineſs. muſt feign. 


Yet thoſe who know th* unconquerable toil, 
Th' unweary'd perils of the ſtormy main, 
Shou'd with contentment eating cares beguile, 


When fortune's favours few completely gain. 


Moſt happy they, conforming to the times, 
Who taſte ſerene the good, and ill they know, 
Nor venture raſhly to remoter climes, 


In ev'ry region virtue finds & foe. 


When bleſs'd with friends, with competence, and eaſe, 
With elegance of form, and mental grace, 
Knowing with voice of melody to pleaſe, 


And Oh! with roſes bluſhing in the face 


B 3 Ah! 


— 
Ah! why ſuch certainty of good forſake, 

Expos'd beneath intolerable ſkies, 
Midſt ſavage men, more murd'rous than the ſnake, 


Tempt foreign woes, which foreign arts diſguiſe. 


| Ah! how unlike the verdant banks of Dove, 
Muſt prove that wild and melancholy ſhore, 
Beyond th Atlantic, where the wretched rove, 
Far from the charming ſcenes they knew before. 


And muſt you never, never more return! 
This laſt fad tribute muſt the Muſe now pay d 
What can ſhe more—but drop a tear and mourn, . 
And end this almoſt elegiac lay. 


The 


EE OS: 


The SPANIEL DOG. 


O Kuwy Tg Tu%g'ss SEPT. 


Paerry little Pompey why, 


All thy frolic, all thy joy? 
Why, thy. ſkiping by my ſide, 
When I walk, or when I ride? 
Why, thy quick. diſplay of ſenſe, . 
Why, thy .panting eloquence ? 
Why, thy blandiſhments prolong, 
With thy pretty vermil tongue ? 
All thy actions well expreſs, 
Conſtant love, and. faithfulneſs. 

Wond'rous actions may we trace, 
Of the antient canine race ; 
Other creatures from us fly, 
Or thro* fear, or enmity 
Some eſcape us thro? the grove,, 
And thro' wilderneſſes rove; 

B 4 


Fences, 


i. B} 


- Fences, ſome will ſcarce contain; — 


Some with bridles we reſtrain: 
Dogs alone our ſteps attend, 

5 | nnn, _ _ 

Dogs delightful to us prove, 
With their voluntary love; 
Gratitude, which ever charms, 9 
All the little creatures warms ; 
Some amuſe our leifure hours, 
With their wanton ſportive pow'rs 
Executing errands well, 
Some eden rationals excell ; 
With officiouſneſs we ſee, 
Truly ſtanch fidelity, 
Earving with un aptneſs gbod, 
And true diligence their food : . 
Some our houſes faithful guard, 
Honeſt ſtill without reward: 
Others are purveyors fure, 
For the niceſt Epicure. 

Dogs 


i2 
f 


EN 

Dogs have oft uncommon parts, 
And proficients been in arts: 
Letters ha and figures know, 
And at cards their learning ſhew 
Some politely kink in France, 
Join with grace the mazy dance, 

Dogs, Philoſophers agree, 
Have retentive memory: 
When Ulyſſes, doom'd to roam, 
Twice ten years, regain'd his home, 
His Dog Argus as he lay, 
Pining in the public way, 
Rous'd by his remember'd tread, 
And known voice, rear'd up his head, 
And in miſery replete, 
Crawl'd along his Lord to meet 3 
When his tail, his 0 and eyes, 
All at once confeſsd his joys; 
Down then falling by his ſide, 
Kiſs'd his feet, and patient died. 

The 


1 
The Vouxc AcrRESS. A Song. 
"Two from place to place I wander, 
And appear in maſquerade, 
Woo'd by hero, and commander, 
; Reaſon, virtue be my aid. 


Let me feign, not practice loving, 
When moſt loving on the ſtage; 
But in time with accents moving, 


Some deſerving youth engage. 


Then, ah! then, how ſoft, complying, 


To my conſtant ſwain I'll prove, 
Bluſh conſent, without denying, 
Nor will ever change my love. 


See! the Needle, love reſembles, 


When ſome force its point removes, 
Tho? it turns about, and trembles, 


Conſtant to the Pole it proves. 


EPILOGUE 


[i] 
FFI 
Spoken in the Character of a Footman by Maſter : 
S. Stanton, at Mr. Stanton's Play-houſe in Uttoxeter, 


in the Year 1767 : the Play being for the Benefit of 
the Children of the Company. 


— Annuo, 


Terram intuens modeſte. TERENcR. 


Lavits— you, thus humbly, I bow low : 
Thus, Gentlemen—to you, my duty ſhew; 
With grateful heart, all glowing with delight, 
For this great favour you've conferr'd to night: 
Nay &en for favours paſt, my thanks are due, 
When in my infancy, your ſmiles I drew. 

But now I more, in mimic parts aſpire 

And aim at characters, a little higher; 

Can in a Footman's coat look ſomething bolder, 
With this here Devil's badge, upon my ſhoulder 3 


Can ' 
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Can play Squire Dick - your Sailor Farmer Sot 


Your Prince —or Printer's Devil —or what not. 


When next we viſit you, I'll higher move 
And learn with Powel's ſoftneſs, to make love : 


Then guard your hearts, ye Utt'xeter fair ladies, 

For making love, a pretty Player's trade is : 

My face, and ſhape, I think are very well; 

The ladies ſay ſo, and they ſure can tell: 

I'll practice each known grace, and ev'ry art, 
And ſtrive to catch your hearts in ev'ry part: | 

I'll bounce in Squib, or Flaſh—with blood, and thunder, 

Talk of tampains—of fieges—whores—and plunder : 
Then as your Fribble—delicate I'll VEE 

And pat the ladies necks ſo—he, he, he! 

To ſhine in coxcomb Tom, here all the ſkill is; 

PI ſpit and rub, and ſpit and rub, with Phillis. 


When buſkin'd how I'll rant for fame, and glory, 
In all the rage, and pomp of tragic ſtory; _ 
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L 7 
T'Il ſtorm in Piercy—Bolingbroke engage 
And play each hero, of each former age. 


But ſtop—ah ! whither wou'd my fancy go; 
I firſt muſt wiſer; nay muſt taller grow; 


8 - Þ +» 


EPILOGUE 


1 
0 U E 
Spoken by Miſs Stanton, a little Girl about nine Years 
of Age, at Mr. Stanton's Play-houſe in Uttoxeter in 
the Year 1770, before the Right Honourable Lord 
and Lady Vernon, and Family, the Right Honour- 


able Sir Henry Cavendiſh, Bart. and Family, and a 
great many other Perſons of Diſtinction. 


A Rural Poet of theſe ſcribbling times, 
With head brim-full of whimſies, and of rhimes, 
Has wrote an Epilogue—my voice will ſqueak it, 
Yet I am truly, pitch'd upon, to ſpeak it—— 
He ſays, that we, on this our little ſtage, 
Preſent you hiſtories from ev'ry age; 

Oft with a tender ſcene, your breaſts we move, 
And ſhew the pleaſing pangs of gentle love; 
Then we amuſe you with a tale of woe, 

Merit oppreſs'd, and patient virtue ſhew ; 

How patient virtue, heav'n at laſt will bleſs, 


And crown with happy years a ſhort diſtreſs— 
ot 


Oft with the Comic too we entertain you, 


With laughing Satyr tickle——but not pain you; 
With C'.,wns, with Fops, with Paraſites, and Fools; 
With Miſers, Villains, Panders, and with Tools: 
Honour ee dee oft may gild the ſcene, 
With ſentiment refin'd, and noble mein—— = 
That all the giddy, hence may learn to ſhun 
The wiles, by which, ſo many are undone, 
Wiſhes the Bard he bids me pray they wou'd, 
Deteſt the viciaus, imitate the good: 
Thus we from nature, vice, and virtue draw, 
Moral inſtruction, our drantatle law, 

But what's all this to me I've ſpoke enough, 
Of his dry, formal, ſentimental ſtuff —— 
He's crack'd, that's pos—or elſe he might have ſaid, 
Something to ſhew how I hold up my head— 
How to the ſoftly-ſwelling Lydian meaſure, 
In graceful Minuet——TI give you pleaſure ; 
Thus wave my arms with eaſe—now high, now low 
Then trip an Hornpipe—with fantaſtic toe— ; BY 

| 1 


13861 
This I can do—an Actreſs hope to be, 
Gay, ſprightly, full of ſenfibilty—— 
As an Heroin ſhortly ſhall be ſeen, 
Be the ow Abigal, or ftrut a Queen; 
Now, be all foftreſs—now-all rant, and noiſe, 
With graceful action, inal with ſpeaking eyes : 
A Prude—Coquett—be jealous, and have fits 
Oh! lud—twill overſet my little wits ; 
For (by the bye) it fifty is to ten, 
I play off all my airs, againſt the men, 
And att a buſy part in real life; 


Yet ſometime hope to make an honeſt vie 
For chaſte PU be—tho? here a female Momus ; 
Chaſte as that charming Lady is in Comus : 
Now—her example having in my view, 
With this low Curt'ſy——humbly bid adieu. 
Going, returns. ] 

Oh dear! I'd quite 2 ran away, 
When I'd the moſt material thing to ſay, 
I muſt addreſs the Patrons of the Play, 


17 1 
Pappa by me his humble duty ſends, 
Returning thanks to you his noble friends ; 
And as to night, you've been ſo good and kind, 
He hopes he ſhall your future favour find, 


C EPILOGUE 
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Spoken by a young Actreſs in Mr. Stanton's Company. 


Fr ft ee a, oy 1 


y y HEN a young Actreſs treads a public ſtage, 
In this cenſorious, criticizing age, 
With reſolution ſtrong, ſhe muſt defy, 


Each jearing, fleering, ſcrutinizing eye; 


Tho? delicate, indelicate muſt ſhew, 
And ſeem, tho' virtuous, virtue to forego. 


Ought not the ſtage to make her ſome amends, 


For loſs of fortune, family, and friends ? 


Alas ! her ſituation's full of cares, 


Where virtue finds innumerable ſnares ; 


For one day's happineſs, has ten of woe, 


— UAA—A—üU6e ne rar — 


i And meets in thoſe, who might protect, a foe. 
The men will flatter, with deluſive face, 
| Say I have charms, and each attractive grace; 
| Will pradtiſe all their batteries of ſighing, 
Their ogles, ranting rapſodies, their dying: 
- Tho 


1 19 ] 

Tho? with good nature, one may lend an ear, 
Twere vanity to think them all ſincere. | 

The Prude will vent unmerited abuſe, 
Call me a wanton, vile without excuſe ; 
Condemn my ſprightly allies on the ſtage, 
My comic action, and my tragic rage, 
Think me her ſex's very worſt diſgrace, 
Give half a look, and half avert her face; 
But here my vanity ſome comfort brings, 
It is from envy all her rancour ſprings, 

Couꝰd I but paint each various claſs of men, 
From ſchool- boys up to three ſcore years and ten, 
Who all, in ſorded ſentiments the ſame, 

Have vainly hop'd to mark me out for game, 
Among the motly tribe, there's none I know, 
So much my deteſtation as the Beau 

One of your modern Maccaroni train, 
Conceited, proud, ridiculouſly vain, 
Tutor'd in foreign foppery, and vice, 


And who's devotions center in the dice, 


C 2 Unyuſt, 


—— 


ar 


[ 20 } 
Unjuſt, unchaſte, undiſciplin'd, unread, 
Capricious folly reigning in his head; 
Suppoſe ſome ſycophant his ſteps attend, 
Who in the pandour, proſtitutes the friend; 
See! ſays the fop—ſee ! yonder tempting creature 


Pleaſing thro'out—in ſhape, as well as feature: 


Some way or other, ſhe muſt be betray'd— 


Who is ſhe Jack? a widow, wife, or maid ! 
The widow, wife, and maid, are parts I play, 
But what I truly am, but few can ſay : 

Still *tis my pride, that as the maid I pleaſe, 
With native bluſhing innocence, and eaſe: 
Nor am I wanting in the nuptial ſtrife, 

And have been ſeen to make, a very wife : 
Perhaps the widow's part dejected, ſad, 

When all in ſable ſorrowfully clad, 

Sighing in accents of pathetic woe, 


The beſt my caſe, and ſentiments may ſhew ; 


Mine and Almeria's troubles are ally'd, 


And I with feeling play the mourning bride. 
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Spoken by Miſs Stanton, at Mr. Stanton's Play-houſe 
in Uttoxeter, in the Year 1770: the laſt Part of it 
ſpoken by Mrs. Stanton, by Way of taking Leave 


of the Town, 


[Miſs Stanton ſpeaks entering.] 


Dran me Mamma I'm not at all too bold 

You fright one ſo, when you begin to ſcold; 

You do it loftily, I muſt confeſs, 

In Madam Oakly, and in old Queen Beſs ——- 

{Comes forward. ] 

But I'm eſcap'd—ſcold on, and rage your fill, 

I'll face the audience, be aſſur'd L vil 

M uſt I for ever be behind the ſcenes, - 

When each new part-reanimates my veins— 

What boots, my practiſing layer's arts, 

When I'm not ſuffer'd to Aliſplay my parts: 

But *tis to theſe fair laqſes that I ſue, 

And all ye pretty geyflemen, to you; 
„ Indulge 


1 ] 
Indulge me now - and hear what I can ſay 
I'll ſhew you ſomething in the ſpouting way— 
I'll try ſome parts, I can perform with eaſe, 
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And hope to be ſo fortunate to pleaſe. 
Firſt, 3 character I'll try 

The Padlock innocent and thus—1 ſigh; 

Then to my robin perching will J ſing, 

As thus—Say little fooliſh flutt'ring thing, 

Little fooliſh flutt'riug thing—Yes I do it, 


DENT IS. Ee Eb oe) CS "Jy a . ᷣͤ . . Cal ar nn LES ART r N FE I e ene 1 "x 
TOTS, . SASH RR £27; 08. q F. E n OE ; =O LS \ : N. For ods LO CERN FEE th 2 IPA nt 3 e 12 - 

. EN \- >& r N D bee - n - 2 T Tr —=4 a '» r TS 2h FR 2 S 3 

. be * 8 1 1 * hin ate c SR S. Nie e r = — by 8 5 — ON des ons 
e Koo 1d EO ES »z = a a SPE, 2 r TS 55 BEL, SY r EC REST = 


But now it wou'd be tedious to go thro! it. 
Now pray take notice—you muſt all ſuppoſe, 

1 come before you tripping like Miſs Roſe, 

Thus—Chickens, young and tender, young and tender : 
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Yes, I'm your bluſhing roſe—pray who can mend her. 
Now for ſome moving, tender ſcene of woe ; 
Suppoſe me Juliet, with my Romeo 


As if up yonder—Romeo call'd again 
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Jill not fail, lis twenty years till tben; 
T have forgot why I did call thee back. 
Oh! I'll be perfe& Julict in a crack : 
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Juliet's a part, will charming —eaſy prove; 8 
For *tis ſo very natural to love ! 
Let me conſider—for I've parts in plenty, 
What muſt be next -I cou'd remember twenty 
Oh! now I have it one you all admire 
Roſetta Hope thou nurſe of young dęſire, 
Fairy promiſer of ine Chiming aca ! 
The part exactly fits me to an hair. | 2 
Next I'll preſent an aukward thing to view; 
Imagine now, I perſonate Miſs Prue 
Thus with a ſtroke to make the play-houſe ring 
Don't trouble me no more you ugly tbing 
I won't be call'd foul names. I will not—no— 
Were I a man—you durſt not uſe me ſo 
You ſtinking tar-barrel—This part is ready, 
But rather hard to keep wy features ſteady. 
Now to aſſume a more majeſtic mein; 
Be ſome neglected, and forſaken Queen— 
Thus as your Zara—ſtorming tread the ſtage, 
In all the dignity of tragic rage — 


C4 Heavn 
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Heav'n has no rage like love to hatred turn d, 
Nor hell a fury, like a woman ſcorn'd. 
I ſee you ſmile, but hope you all agree 
Tis pretty well for ſuch a romp as me 
But I muſt go—Mamma may have her will ; 
If you applaud, ſhe dares not uſe me ill. 
[Going off, ſtarts back.] 
Oh! lud ſhe's here—Pm in a ſweat 150 
; [Mrs. Stanton ſpeaks.] 
Nay never ſtart I am not angry now: 
I own indeed my mind was not at eaſe, 
And greatly fear'd you had not powers to pleaſe. 
To all thoſe rows my gratitude is due, 
For the indulgence they have ſhewn to you— 
But for my Self, who frequently have found, 
Repeated plaudites echoing around, 
How poor are thanks ! yet I wou'd ſomething ſay, 
Cou'd I tell how ſuch goodneſs to repay ; 
But words are wanting I muſt frankly own, 


For all the friendly favours you have ſhewn 
Imagine 


E 


Imagine all that may belief engage, 
Of the moſt grateful ſpeeches, of the ſtage ü 
Each heart-felt rapture, to your minds recall, 
And tho' I ſpeak not—think I mean them all. 
One taſk there yet remains—1 cannot tell 
How I ſhall ſpeak it—tis to bid-farewell-- 
And grant good heav'n I may not wiſh in vain, 
Pl] cheriſh hopes, we yet ſhall meet again. 


ODE 


F 26 J 
ODE on GHAS TI IT V. 


Tranſlated from the Latin of G. BUCHANAN. 


Curry, thy looks can tame, 
Brutal paſſion's raging flame : 
Chaſtity, we mortals hold, 


Relic of the age of gold; 
Ere corruption had its birth, 


Or polluted parent earth. 


Chaſtity, thy form we ſee 
Sample of futurity ; 

{| You the ſting of death can cure, 
[ Mind and body making pure : 
Pointing to the realms of joy 
Plac'd beyond ethereal ſky. 


| i} You alone diſdain the ſmart, 


Venus gives the wounded heart; 


Treating 


L 27 1 
Treating luſt with conſtant hate; 
Nor fear you the ſtroke of fate. 
You can death ſuperior brave, 
You can live beyond the grave. 


Pure as Angel-beings pure, 

You for ever ſhall 0 3 | 
Your bright-beaming form's the guide, 
Aptly, morally, apply'd, 

To ſecure in this our day 


Endleſs life without decay. 


| Tranſlated 
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Tranſlated from the Latin of G. BuchAN AN. 


M. friend, you aſk to have a King portray d 
Juſt what I wiſh, wou'd heav'n my wiſhes aid: 
Behold him——Firſt, he muſt religious be, 
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The true vicegerent of the Deity: 


— — — 
— 


Avoiding war, when meet for war prepare; 
And when a victor, ſtill the vanquiſh'd ſpare : 
Without profuſion ready to beſtow 
Tis from extremes, that dire deſtructions flow 
Not for himſelf, but for his people live ; 
One common father to his cities give ; 
Be flow to puniſh &en when law commands; 
Mild when the public wants his helping hands : 
Live as a pattern all may wiſh to know; 
Meet vice with frowns, and love to virtue ſhew : 
Of cultivated mind, of morals true, 
Chaſte, and low paſſions perfectly ſubdue. 


Thus you to prove my ſportive fancy mean, 


With each perfection while you paint our Queen. 
= THE 
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H AY MAKING. 
4 PASTORAL, 


Nunc frondent ſylvæ nunc formoſiſſimus annus. 
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The HAY-MAKING. A Paſtoral, 


Door, a Shepherd, ſkilPd in ev'ry art, 

To pleaſe the ear, or captivate the heart; 

To ſee his flocks, and tender lambs at play, 
Forth wander'd muſing, juſt at cloſe of day: 
Tho? fit for courts, a farm was all his care 
Breathing contented pure, and native air; 

So truly vers'd in various nature's ways, 

Nearly prophetic he rehears'd his lays ; 

From heav'nly ſigns the ſhepherds cou'd inform, 
Of each unkindly heat, or chilling ſtorm : 

Tell when the 1 the harveſt wou'd befriend, 
Or what conjunctions make the rains deſcend : 
Oft in the ſhade, as now, he wou'd retire, - 
And wake with pleaſing touch the warbling lyre : - 
Now o'er the chords his fingers nimbly bound, 
And thro' the air ſoft undulates the ſound; 

But ere a cloſe, the ſweet harmonious lay 


Brought all the ſhepherds from their evening play, 
And 
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And ſoon ſurrounded by a rural throng, 
The ſhepherds claim a former promis'd ſong: 
The promit'd fong, with clamour now reſounds, 
And Echo's cell, the ſong, the ſong 1 . 
Unable to reſiſt united pray'rs 


To gratify the throng the youth prepares; 


But firſt revolving ſilent in his breaſt 

What kind of ſong might pleaſure them the beſt, 
With graceful motion, bowing down his head, 
Smiling conſent, with mildeſt accent ſaid, 

What ſhou'd I ſing? be theſe our lov'd abodes, 
With all the ſhepherds tutelary Gods, 

c and Bacchus, Pan our ſylvan king; 
Nature's gradations thro* the teeming ſpring ; 
Theſe flow'ry meads, where glides the limpid W 
Be rural buſineſs, and our ſports my theme. 
Perhaps yon youth I now encircl'd ken, 

Fam'd for retentive head and ready pen, 

While I to ſpring my grateful tribute pay 

Thro' all our cities may reſound the lay: 
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That high Ambition, and that Pride may know 
The happy freedom, native fields beſtow. 


Huſh'd were the winds—around attend the ſwains 

While thus he poured forth the pleaſing ſtrains. 

| What is that ſoul! elated not with joy, 

To view the day ſerene, and azure ſky ? 

What is that ſoul! that does not chearful ſing, 

The riſing pleaſures, of the riſing ſpring ? 

Hail! charming ſpring, the wiſh of ev'ry ſwain, 

Beſtowing beauty thro? th verdant plain; 

Hail! charming ſpring, diſperſing winter's rage, 

Chearer of youth, and cheriſher of age; 

All, all, exult, when huſh each ſtormy blaſt, 

Or hope new joys, or re-enjoy the paſt, 

Aid me ye Nine, Oh aid the joyous lay, 

And in ſweet notes the ſweets of ſpring diſplay. 
Tip'd with pale green the buds at firſt appear 

To promiſe plenty, and a joyful year z : 

As days advance, all ſtill advance in hn - 

And gain perfection with an equal pace. 


D | Then, 
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Then, how delightful! in the roſy morn, 
Early to view the dew-beſpangye thorn z 
Where lucid gems their brighteſt beams diſplay, 
' Widely diverging each collected ra: 
»Tis then the lawn with pleaſure ſtrikes our eyes, 
Where riſe the flowers rich in glowing dyes, 
Some with pale tints, ſome deeper hues unfold, 
Refulgent ſome with vegetable gold.: 
While to the ſmell, each gale conveys perfumes, 
From banks of violet, and cowllip blooms : 
The various herbage, various beauty ſpreads, 
Nods with the winds, and waves along the meads. 
Aid me ye Nine, Oh! aid the joyous lay; 
In pleaſing notes, the pleaſing ſpring diſplay. 
Now the ſweet lark with pinions poiz'd on high, 
And trills melodious floating from the ſky, 
Hails the clear morn—the black-bird joins his note, 
The linnet warbles from his little throat; 
The thruſh, the goldfinch, and the robin join, 
The wren, the ſparrow, bulfinch, all combine : 
| Throf 


[9s] 
Thro' the mix d notes the foftly-cooing dove 
Conjoins the ſong of gratitude, and love ; 
And ev*ry pauſe is B'S as alt ade 
With the ſoft cuckoo's mellow, flute-like voice: 
Aid me ye Nine, Oh! aid the joyous lay ; 
In chearful numbers, chearful ſpring diſplay. 
Love in the frialg with glowing ardour reighs, 
And tranſport pleaſing, trickles thro” the veins, 
Of ev'ry village youth—each maid row ſighs 
For the ſoft dalliance, pledge to future joys: 
Oft in ſome lone, and far ſequeſter'd vale, 
Where not a ſoul is conſcious to the tale, 
Soft on the graſs the lovers are reclin'd, 
The ſwain attempting to reveal his mind, 
In broken accents, while the blooming youth, 
Speaks in his looks, both coriflancy and trutl· 
Oh! bluſh ye, giddy great, and vainly gay, 
Who court, and conquer, only to betray ; 
| Say, can your dear-bought, ſickly pleaſures prove, 
Thus heart-applauding, as is virtuous love. 
D 2 Aid 
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Aid me ye Nine, Oh! aid the joyous lay; 
In joyful numbers, joyful ſpring diſplay. 

When ſable Night contracted rule maintains, 
And thro? long days, bright Phcebus gilds the plains, 
The graſs full grown, and-all in perfect bloom, 
| Relentleſs Time devotes to meet its doom: 

The mower ſtout diſpenſing havock ſtalks 

And lays the ſwath beſide him as he walks; 

With keeneſt rage, and blow Sens ng blow, 

And ſtrokes inceſſant regularly flow, 

He makes his way—the graſs is cut off young, 

A moral leſſon to the giddy throng. 

Aid me ye Nine, Oh! aid the joyous lay, 

With ſtrain ſymphonious to the making hay. 
Soon preparations all around are ſeen, 

And ev'ry lane, and ev'ry alley green, 


, 


Teems with a jolly, and a merry train, 


And blooming youths, and nymphs o'er{pread the plain 
In ruſtic elegance all trim and gay, 


* 


And all their various implements diſplay 1 


Some 


1 
Some bearing forks, ſow bearing rakes are found, 
And all the fields a conſtant hum reſound ;. -- 
Eager they ſeem, their buſy taſk begun, 
To ſpread the graſs before the parching ſun ; 
Toſs'd with the fork, now forward, now behind, 
With eaſy grace *tis lightly thrown, disjoin'd, 
Even, and equal, all the plain around, 
Till not a ſpot uncover'd can be found. 
Aid me ye Nine, Oh! aid the joyous lay ; 
While all in meaſure toſs about the hay. 

At length the languid group ſegk ſome retreat, 
And preſs in ring, or row the moſs-grown ſeat, 
Where oaks, and elms, umbrageous branches join, 
And woodbines flaunting pendulots entwine ; 
There take refreſhment, and enjoy at eaſe, 

The grateful fanning of the cooling breeze: 
While the pleas'd maſter willing to allow, 

The beſt brew'd produce of his barley-mow. 
Makes them all happy, and their ſpirits chears 
With what their toil produc'd, in former years : 
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Who makes none happy, happineſs neter knows, 
Vile is the wretch, wha niggardly beſtows : 
For when to cach the chearing bowl 1s given, 
Vows for propitious days aſcend to heaven : 
While jokes, or tales, or the love-ditty'd ſong, 
And frequent kiſſes the 1 prolong. 
Aid me ye Nine, Oh! aid the joyous lay; 
With ſong and muſick harmonize the hay. 
The train refreſh'd are all with rakes employ d. 
And into little rews the hay divide; 
In ſlow proceſſion in, and out, retwine, 
The way prolonging, with the waving line; 
Which taſk perform'd, another taſk purſue, 
That ſhou'd be finiſh'd ere the falling dew 
Each one a wind-row ſeparately takes, 
And haycocks riſe beneath the forming rakes. 
Aid me ye Nine, Oh! aid the joyous lay, 
And ſport ye laſſes jocund round the hay. 
Now having done the buſineſs of the day, 
And evening cool inviting all to play, 
Each, 


E 


Each, nimble feats, and exerciſes tries, 


This youth to leap, to wreſtle that defies 

Each other ſwain—— circle ſoon is made: 

An amphitheatre beneath the ſhade : 

Ready two wreſtlers inſtantly are ſeen, 

And occupy the middle of the green 

The clean. limb d fwains advance with ſteady grace, 

And each with conqueſt pictur'd in his face; 

Boſom to. boſom, foot to foot, now join, 

And legs, and arms, and ev'ry limb entwine ; 
Each artful ſleight by each, is well expreſs'd, 

And the ſtrong gripe in turn, by each confeſs'd : 

To end the ſtrife now both determin'd meet 

This lays the other proſtrate at his feet: 

Plaints, and applauſes, all at once go round, 

Mourn'd is the vanquiſh'd, and the victor crown'd. 


Aid me ye Nine, Oh! aid the joyous lay, 
And dance ye laſſes, and conclude the day. 
Thus by proceeding for ſucceeding days, 
The graſs is wither'd, and its bloom decays z 
D 4 At 
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At length, with great parade, *tis borne along, 
And plac'd erect amid? the jocund throng ; 
And made an hay-rick, crown'd with circling bands, 
For its own ſelf, a monument it ſtands : 
Nor needs there an inſcription grav'd in braſs, 
Itſelf proclaims, it once was blooming graſs. 
Thus may the graſs, to all this leſſon ſhew, 


That Time to each will give the mortal blow, 


Cecaſe then ye Nine, Oh! ceaſe the joyous lay; 


And ceaſe ye ſwains to dance around the hay. 
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AM ART T LI 
A PASTORAL ODE. 


Occaſioned by ſome Verſes being addreſſed to the 
Author by an unknown Lady, who call'd her- 


ſelf AMARYLLIsS. 


Formoſam reſonare doces Amaryllida ſylvas. 
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AMARYLLIS. 


A PASTORAL ODE. 


Fs OM — flows my ſong ; 
To her theſe ſylvan lays belong, 
She, free, tells what her will is: 
I, not engag'd, a bride wou'd gain, 
And her to pleaſe, in rural ſtrain, 
Sing Amaryllis. 


Say fair-one, ſay, where thou art found, 
What place in all fair Albion's round, 
What plain, what grove, what hill is, 
By you more happy made, and gay, 


Say how a card may wing its way 


To Amaryllis. 


Grant 
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Grant me your aid, ye tuneful Nine, 


To my ſoft lute your numbers join, 


or to my pipe that ſhrill is; 
But whether ſoft, or ſhrill the lay, 
Warbling to ev'ry air I play, 
Name Amaryllis. 


When morning brings the hour to taſte, 
Of chocolate the ſweet repaſt, 
And turning round the mill is; 
Sighing I ſay—ſweet it wou'd be, 
To drink of that, or ſip my tea, 
By Amaryllis. 


Where DOVE with ſtream, ſo full, ſo fine, 
Glides in yon beauteous waving line, 
I ſtray when night ſo {till is ; 
Sweet Echo there, fon cells alon g. 
Repeats this burden of my ſong, 
O! Amaryllis, 
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Oft as I walk the groves between, 
Where ſoft as velvet is the green, 
How fine the tuneful trill is, 
Of birds that ſwell their liquid throats ! 
Methinks they all with melting notes, 
| Chant Amaryllis. 


Amuſing, with my pencil's aid, 

I blend, with niceneſs, light and ſhade, 
Where tracing life the ſkill is; 

Soon as my piece glows fair, and gay, 

In face, and air, I ſmiling ſay, 

"Tis Amaryllis. 


On feſtive nights, at balls by chance, 
I lead the mazy, ſprightly dance, 
Mix'd, and evolv'd, with Phillis ; 
Then how I wiſh that group to join, 
Where, dancing, with a grace divine, 
Shines Amaryllis. 
Theſe 
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Theſe trophies of my former loves, 
Theſe fans, theſe es gloves, 
Each loath'd as bitter pill is; 
Away one daify mote wou'd charm, 
Far more a bluſhing roſe wou'd warm, 


From Amaryllis. 


That rival who wou'd court your ſmiles, 
His lays with ribaldry defiles, 4 
So vile his 2 and ill is: | 
I will have hopes to win the bays, 
Be love the prize, wall crown my lays 
Wich Amaryllis. 


a] 
To a YOUNG LADY, 


Preparing to go to the Stratford Jubilee. 


As Miſs —— did Mr. Bentley the honour to aſk 
him to think of a maſquerade character for her to 
appear 'S at the Jubilee, or, as it may be called, the 
Deification of the great Shakeſpeare: he humbly 

conceives, that no character can do more honour to | 
his memory, nor be aſſum'd with greater propriety, 
than that of Avonia, or the Deity of the River 

Avon: and ſhe may then ſay, as ſhe glides ſmoothly 
thro? the erowd | | 


Brnory Avonia!—nor my way retard, | 
Emerg'd to view in honour of my Bard, | 6 
Immortal Shakeſpeare : he, gay Fancy's child, 
Here ſweetly warb['d native wood-notes wild; | | | 
Born on theſe bloomy banks, and on them bred, 
Whoſe works muſt live, till Nature's ſelf be fled ; | 


Thro? each ſucceeding age more famous grow, 
Like Avon's ſtreams enlarging as they flow. 
| THREE 
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A greſtem tenui meditabor arundine muſam; 
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1 
THE FIRST PASTORAL. 


Db AP HN IS. 


LYCIDAS and AMYNTAS. 


(3exrLE Amyntas, Lycidas the fair,* 
Both youths, both ſhepherds, rich in fleecy care, 
On Tiber's bank the abſent Daphnis mourn'd, 
And ſtrain for ſtrain, and ſigh for ſigh, return'd : 
Oh! Muſe rehearſe, and now record the lay, 
Oh! ſay, &en Tiber lingers in his way, 
And curb'd each rolling wave; bid each refrain 
Its daſhing motion to receive the ſtrain. 
Firſt, Lycidas his tuneful numbers try'd; 
Humble Amyntas plaintively reply'd. 

Oh! gentle winds to Daphnis waft my ſtrain, 
That abſent Daphnis yet may know my pain. | 


Gentle Amyntas, Ic. ] Vida's words in the beginning of this 
Paſtoral are: | | | 
Abſentem Daphnim Lycidas, et pulcher Amyntas, 
Paſtores ambo, pueri ambo, ad Tibridis undam, 
Flebant, et querulo mulcebant flumina cantu. 
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Shou'd you forget us, and paternal plains, 
Forget your flocks conſign'd to other ſwains, 


Either the produce of your Tuſcan fields, 


Is finer than autumnal Latium yields, 

Either the meads in Arno's richer vale 
Before the ſhining Tiber's banks prevail; 
Or (as the Gods your exile have decreed) 
You may ere now our conſolation need ; 
You may reflect on all you left behind, 
In vain complain, nor conſolation find; 
While fad you wander thro? the lonely grove, 
And thro' waſte ſhores all ſolitary rove, 
Your looks directed to theſe diſtant ſkies, 


Perhaps may ſay, with melancholy ſighs, 
„ Yon diſtant clime my greateſt joy contains,“ 


* Still for yon diſtant clime my love remains.” 


Ton diftant clime, Ec.) Vida's words are; 


— mea gaudia tellus 


Illa habet, illa meos longè plaga ſervat amores. 


Daphnis, 


l 
Daphnis, grim 5905 at your departure mourn'd; 
And cliffs, and caves, their howlings harſh return'd : 
Glad ſongs were ain chear theſe happy plains 325 
And from all ſides, uninterrupted ſtrains, 
Were wont to warble ſnepherds tender loves; 
Huſh'd is the green, huſh'd now the vocal groves. 
With you departed all our true delight; 
With you gay pleaſure devious took her flight; 
Along with you, the River-nymphs were here,“ 
Follow'd by Satyrs, wou'd the Nymphs appear: 
Along with you, the River-nymphs are flown, 
Follow'd by Satyrs, all the Nymphs are gone. 
When you were here, the ragged rocks look'd gay; 
Now you are gone, the ragged rocks diſmay : 
Scarce yield the gardens honey for the bees; 
Scarce any dew-drops deck the graſs, or trees: 
EEC 
Hic aderas, aderant ſimul, et fluvialia Nymphæ, 
Numina, Nympharumque timor per litora Fauni: 


Hinc abes, hinc abſunt ſimul et fluvialia Nymphe, 
Numina, Nympharumque timor per litora Fauni. 
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The froſts unuſual ſcarce their ſeaſons keep; 
Penſive Amyntas ſcarce can tend the ſheep ; 
Teaches his kids the rougheſt rocks to know, 
Were nought but weeds, and ſharpeſt brambles grow. 


Alas! poor youth; to whom your boſom friend, 


Your meads, your flocks, you going wou'd commend, 


And ſcarce cou d ſay, Adieu, Amyntas, dear, 


He cou*d not ſpeak, and tear ſucceeded tear: 


. . Bur kn « liberty to vent his grief, 


And long deep fighs wete all his vain relief, 

The cows from fon-burac hills the torrents brav'd, 
And ſnuffing freſher graſs their dew-laps lav'd, 
And as if des of his love and truth, 
Mourn'd in ſad lowings, with the mourning youth. 

Thus Lycidas with ſinging ſooth'd his pain; 
| Gentle Amyntas thus reſum'd the ſtrain. 

On that ſad day, each lamb, with drooping head, 
From purling ſtreams, and verdant paſtures fled ; 
The oxen in full ſtalls abſtain'd from hay, 
And you, ye kids, wou'd on the mountain ſtay : 


As, 
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As, if the fountains ſhou'd forget to flow, 

As, if the paſtures no gay green cou'd ſhew, 
As, if the fun by day ſhou'd veil his light, 

And the pale moon forget to gild the night, 

So fad, and gloomy, all theſe plains appear, | 
Juſt ſo deform'd, now Daphnis is not here 
Daphnis, *twas you adorn'd the rural cell; 
Daphnis, with you the ſhepherds choſe to dwell; | 
Your cot on Tiber's banks of late fo fair, 

Its humble roof flow pointing in the air, 

Falling to ruin ſeems to pine and mourn, 

And all deſerted wants your quick return. 

Each ſtopping traveller makes you his theme, 
Whether he walks, or ſails along the ſtream: 
And ſighing ſays, Oh! once thou happy grove, “ 
Once happy cot, which Daphnis us'd to love; 


* Oh! once thou happy grove :] Vida in the original; 
quondam hæc felicia tecta, 
Felices, inquit horti cum Daphnis adeſſet ; 
Nunc infelices horti, infelicia tecta. 
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But now, unhappy grove, unhappy cot, 

For abſent Daphnis has your charms forgot. 
Watch, Oh! ye ſhepherds, watch your fleecy care, 
And of your goats and wanton kids beware; 

Teach them to ſhun the tender vines afraid, 

Which Daphnis planted, and, when going, ſaid, 

„ Thrive, Oh! ye vines; yon elm with you ſhall grow, 
„And each year's growth, my years of exile ſhew.“ | 
So ſaying, from this once ſo happy ſhore, 

Sad, and with ling'ring ſteps, himſelf he tore, 
Stop'd here, and there, reverting looks moſt kind, 
And ſeem'd to wiſh to leave his eyes behind. + 

On hills around the ſhepherds met with woe; 


From hills around with tears they ſaw him go. 


rive, Oh! ye vines, Oe. ] Vida ſays, 
Creſcetis vites: vobiſcum comfita creſcet, 


Ulmus, et exilii noſtri numerabitis annos. 


+ And ſcem'd ts wiſh, Ic. ] Vida: 


Optabatque oculos in carà linquere terra, 


| #4 : | Daphnis, 


1 
Daphnis, fair youth, Oh! keep keep me in mind: 
Be, my fair * to Lycidas as kind. 
Some God perhaps who ſees the ſhepherds cares, 
More wont to be propitious to our pray'rs; 
With eyes of pity now may ſee us mourn, 
And to theſe borders haſten your return. 

In equal numbers thus lament the ſwains, 
While Tiber wond'ring at ſuch nightly ſtrains, 
From cryſtal caves emerging caught their moan, 
And you, ye Nalades, were heard to groan. 5 


TIE 
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THE SECoND PAST ORA. 
ed 0 N. 


Cons, ye Arcadian Nymphs, repeat the ſtrains 
Which Corydon, who lately left your plains, 
While twining oſiers in the ſhady grove, 
Warbl'd, unmindful where his flocks might rove : 
The ſhepherds round him form'd a rural ring; 
Attending Fauns rejoic'd to hear him fing ; 
And you, ye Dryads, from your cells among, 
Join'd in the circle, with the liſt ning throng, 
Firſt, ſad he ſung that Satyr's nigh end, 
Who, with Apollo, ventur'd to contend 
With double flute: when ſoon the boaſter vain, 
Strip'd of his ſkin, with blood bedew'd the plain. 
Anon his lays thro* other ſubjects rove : 
Then ſings Narciſſus pining with his love. 
Ah! too unhappy; Ah! too lovely boy; 
What cruel phrenzy does your peace deſtroy ? 


Thyſelf 


59 J 


Thyſelf thy paſſion; with thyſelf to fade,“ 

Thy love is all for tranſitory ſhade : 

Yet day and night you pine, diſdaining reſt, 

And cheriſh ſtill the flame within your breaſt; 
A flame, that deeper than thy boſom lies, 

And quick as lightning thro? thy marrow flies; 
Vet, Oh! ye flighted Nymphs your pity ſhew; 
And, Oh! reſenting youths, your hate forego : 

Ill-fated boy! the common fad diſgrace, 

To Gods above, and all the human race : 

The mountain-beaſts, and each umbrageous vale, 

The groves, the rivers yet his fate bewail ; 

When from his fountain he wou'd not remove, 

But look'd, and ſigh'd, and hopeleſs died with love. 

Thus Corydon amus'd the lining throng : 
And next the fam'd Arion's voyage fung. 


* Thyſelf thy paſſion, &c.]- The original has it thus: 
Aut nihil eſt quod amas, et fallax ludit imago, 


Aut tibi tute ignis, teque ardes neſcius ipſum. 


The 


[ 6 1 


The hills, and groves, and ev'ry ſhady vale, 

Have all reſounded with Arion's tale : 

Ye moſſy- border'd rills, you know his fame, 

You have recorded your Arion's name, 

Ye blue-ey'd Sea-nymphs, how cou'd you delay? 

For not a creature in the deep cou'd ſtay : 

The herd of Proteus, monſtrous forms among, 
Came round the veſſel, as it ſail'd along : 

When fad Arion 1eeing deadly hate, 

And the baſe crew, determin'd on his fate, 

Prepar'd for ſinging ere he loſt his breath, 

A plaintive elegy to grace his death: 

Juſt as the ſnow-white ſwan his exit makes,* 

Or on Meander, or Cayſter's lakes. . 

But, Oh! ye Sea-nymphs, then you caught his an 

While on a Dolphin's back he ſteer'd along, 


* Juſt as the ſnow-white fwan, c.] Vida expreſſes it: 
Qualis Mzandri queritur moriturus ad undam, 


Canus olor, qualis rauci per ſtagna Cayſtri. 


Waking 


611 

Waking with pleaſing touch, the golden wire, g 
And reach'd his home, by virtue of his lyre. 
What ſhou'd he ſing, but the cœrulean Gods, 
And their cœrulean, cryſtalline abodes ? 
And firſt old Ocean, whoſe imperial ſway 
The rolling billows, and the waves obey ; 
F rom whom the rivers all derive their ſource,* 
To whom returning, all direct their courſe 
Thro' hidden ducts, and windings deep they roam, 
And meet at laſt with him their native home. 
And farther adds, old Ocean may deſpiſe, 
The lofty canopy of ſtarry ſkies, 
Nor to Olympus, will his domes give place, 
Where Amphitrite charms with ſoft embrace. 
Mean time bright Sol, with radiance gilds the waves, 
And ſinks at night beneath the glaſſy caves, 

From whom the rivers, &c.] Vida's words are: 

A quo principium deducunt omnia paſſim 
Flumina, ſub terram occulto labentia traftu, 


Mox eadem longo redeunt exercita curſu, | 
For 
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For whom old Ocean does his board prepare, 
And nightly treats, with hoſpitable care; 


While blue-ey'd Nymphs the fiery horſes lead, 
To furniſh'd ſtalls, and with ambroſia feed; “ 
And univerſal panaceas bring, 5 

With draughts reſtoring from the living ſpring. 
The trident· bearing Neptune then he ſung, 
With all the Gods that to the deep belong, 
Nereus, and Glaucus, with the num'rous train 
Of Sea-nymphs gliding midſt the glaſſy plain; 
The Sea-nymphs num'rous loves recounted o'er, 
His voice reſounding ſweet from ſhore to ſhore. 
Oh! Galatea come; Oh! aid the lay; 


Piſæan Arethuſa come, and ſay, 


For you Nerean Galatea know, 


Neptune's bright daughter, you can aptly ſhew, 


* While blue-ry'd Nymphs, &c.) The original runs thus: 
Interea roſeis ſatura ad præſepia glaucæ 
Sufficiunt, et flumen equis, et pabula Nymphæ 


Divina, ambroſiamque, et Pæoniam panaceam. 


What 


1 63 ] 


What ſad remorſe the wicked ſailor tore, 


What chains, what pains, the cruel creature bore. 
Thus Corydon continu'd {till his lays : 
Nor his Amyntas wou'd forget to praiſe : 
He, when a boy, was ev'ry ſhepherd's theme; 
The Nymphs enraptur'd, wiſh'd of him to dream: 
For all the Nymphs purſu'd him with their love, 
And his fine form wou'd chaſteſt Wood-nymphs move. 
Oh ! come, fair youth, for you each tuneful Muſe, 
Their ſofteſt notes, and pleaſing ſtrains will chooſe : 
And &en Apollo, his great love to ſhew,* 
His charming numbers will on you beſtow ; 
And more to tell, how much you merit praiſe, 
Twines you a garland from his ſacred bays. 
Thus, Corydon, on Tiber's margin ſung ; 
To Mella's plains his other lays belong. 
And cen Apollo, c.] Vida's words are: 
Tibi magno captus amore 


Ipſe ſuos numeros addit, ſua munera Apollo 
Eque ſua viridem texit tibi fronde coronam. 


Tur 


[ 64 ] 
THE TuizDd PASTORAL. 


en. 


Nice the fair, midſt ſolitary groves,* 


And far from human converſe wildly roves, 


Avoiding comfort, vents her penſive ſtrain, 
Mourning with ſobs, her dear-departed ſwain ; 
Fills all around her with repeated groans, 

And Davalus all day and night bemoans, 

Till clifls, and caves, and all the foreſts wide, 
Re-echo Davalus from ſide to ſide. | 
Damon, while guarding tender kids from harms, 
With rapture fare her captivating charms, 
Flying in tranſport from the flow'ry vale, 

To empty air, thus told his plaintive tale. 

» Nice the fair, &e) The 1 of this paſtoral is thus: 
Conjugis amiſſi funus pulcherrima Nice 
Flebat, et in ſolis errabat montibus zgra, 
Atque homines fugiens meſto ſolatia amori 


Nulla dabat, luctu ſed cuncta implebat amaro, 
Flens noctem, flens lucem. 


Oh! 


65 ] 


Oh! charming Nymph, what being of the ſkies, 


Plac'd you thus fair before my raviſh'd eyes? 
What God, when ſeen, has taken you away, 
And doom'd me thus to raging flames a prey? 
Whether you prove a guardian of the woods, 
With face divine, or of the cryſtal floods, 
Ruler of torrents, or the ſteady lake, 

That form ſhall ne'er wy faithful breaſt forſake. 
Een you, ye ſhaggy mountains, and ye groves, 
Muſt learn with me to whiſper tender loves. 
Whether I chooſe a ſhady, cool retreat, 

Or 'midſt my flocks, an open airy ſeat, 
Whether I prune the willows as they grow, 

Or thoughts intent, on any thing beſtow, 

Or try with ſongs to vent my tender moan,* 


Sighs ſwell my breaſt, and mix with ev'ry tone. 


Or try with ſongs, &c.) Vida's words are; 
— —— Tiibi ante 
Carmina pauca canam, et te pectore ſuſpirabo, 
Toto unam te corde, | 
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[ 66 ] 
Sooner ſhall ſheep forget green herbs to taſte, 
The beaſts forget the foreſt's dreary waſte, 
The fiſhes all forget thro floods to rove, 
Than I can ere forget, or change my love. 
Were there no Satyrs to attend my groans, 
To woods, and groves, I ſhou'd repeat my moans ; 


The woods, and groves, and mountains I ſhou'd move, 


All ſnhou'd be conſcious of my tender love. 
Ah! whither do you fly? ah! ſtop once more, 
Yourſelf, bright Goddeſs, to my eyes reſtore; 


For Davalus regards not now your woe, 


Nor can his aſhes your complaining Know. 

Oh! if theſe groves, theſe meads give you relief, 
And heav'n permitted me to ſooth your grief; 
Oh! then how happy wou'd theſe groves appear, 
The meads how happy thro? the live-long year ! 
The groves, the meads, too beautiful wou'd be, 
But you, moſt fair, moſt beautiful to me. 

When I, my flocks, to theſe ſweet vallies bring, 


You may your ſwain's renown'd adventures ſing ; 


[6] 
As how, he often wou'd whole troops cut down 
How oft ſuſtain'd an half demoliſh'd town ; 
And how fallen heroes he wou'd reinſtate, 
And all his great, ſurpriſing deeds relate : 
The grove ſo late reſponſive to your ſtrain,* 
Shall pleas'd echo Darcka again, 
Fair Venus will commiſerate your woe; 
While for her own Adonis tears will flow : 
And I myſelf will ne'er your ſteps forſake, 
But will for you a curious caſket make, 
With twigs and ruſhes, wrought with niceſt care, 
And full of figures exquiſitely fair: 
This be my taſk ; the ſubje& which it ſhews, 
Your dying ſwain, your miſerable woes. 
Deſpairing ne'er to ſhine in arms again, 


Waſted by flow excruciating pain, 


* The grove ſo late, Ec.) Thus the original; 


Tecum omnia quz modo montes 


Cantabant ipſi; Davalum omnia reſpondebant. 
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His face all pale ſhall be, convuls'd his breath, 

And his fine eyes at laſt ſubſide in death: 

The Addua hard by his grief ſhall ſhew, 

And all his waves moſt melancholy flow : 

The Nymphs all beat their breaſts, with vi lets crown'd, 
And mournful hyacinths ſhall ſtrew- the ground: 
Kings, and great heroes, the dead body view, 


And the whole ſcene with copious tears bedew. 


The next compartment you yourſelf ſhall grace, 

Heroes, attending ſad, your mournful pace; 

While, with proceſſions, you the Gods invoke, 

To ſpare his life, and ſtay the fatal ſtroke : 

Then to what Deities will you bow down ! * 

| What coſtly incenſe muſt their altars crown! 

When not a Deity can eaſe your pain, 

Your coſtly link on their altars vain : 

„dne ts ler Deities, G.] Vide's 3 

Quos non interea Divos in vota vocabis? 
Quas non muneribus cumulabis grandibus aras ? 


Omnes ſed fruſtra Divos in vota vocabis ; 


Muneribus fruſtra cumulabis grandibus aras. 


69 J 
While ſad you wander ſinking with your fear, 
The Dryads and the Wood-nymphs ſhall appear ; 
Preſent you garlands, made with niceſt care, 
A vain attempt to ſooth your deep deſpair, 
But when the fatal meſſenger declares, t 
Your Davalus is dead! how vain your pray'rs ! 
Alas! I then as lifeleſs you muſt ſhew, 
In your pale face unutterable oe; 
Your whole attendants gather'd all round 
As you be cold, and proſtrate on the ground, 
Shall with ſpring-water all your face bedew, 
When the ſpring-water ſcarce can life renew. ? 
Oh! then what ſighs muſt ſhew your deep diſtreſs; 
If I cou'd make my figures ſighs expreſs : 
Cruel the Gods, cruel the Fates you call, 
Cruel the rocks, which did-not on you fall; 
Cruel the earth, which did ace gaping wide, 
You, and your forrows, in its boſom hide. 
Oh! ye Etruſcan mountains you can tell 


All the laments that from the mourner fell, 


F 3 And 
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And while you pity'd her uncommon moan, 


From all your cliffs remurmur'd groan for groan, 
' Prophetic Tityrus theſe ſcenes foretold, 

To * a boy; and when he, dying old, 
Bequeath'd to me his tender lambs to keep, 
His wanton kids, and his whole flock of ſheep. 
So Damon follow'd her from hills to plains, 
While the wild beaſts attend his nightly ſtrains, 
And unſucceſsful ſongs, repeated o'er, 

To mountains, woods, and ev'ry deſert ſhore. 
But ſhe the craggy rocks and ſummits gain'd, 

| Now here, now there, nor wou'd be yet reſtrain'd : 
Never the waters of the frozen lake, 

A form more cold, inſenſible cou'd take. 

Stop her, ye River-nymphs, nor let her roam, 
And Oh! conduct her to her native home. 
Time's gentle touches regularly flow, 

And not a day muſt mitigate ſuch woe. 


ODE ON PEACE. 


WRITTEN BY 


MARCUS HIERONYMUS VIDA 


OF CRE MO N A. 


TRANSLATED. 


Jam fides, et pax, et honor, pudorque 
Priſcus, et neglecta redire virtus 
Auder, apparetque beata pleno 
Copia cornu, | _ Hor, 
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ODE on PEACE. 


QOwtzeresr Peace, with ſmiling air, 
Faireſt of the heav'nly fair, 
Ador'd the world around 
Oh! how.cruel your delay 
Hither charmer bend your way, 


With brighteſt glory crown'd. 


» Steeteft Peace.) Vida begins this Ode very beautifully; his 


words are as follow: 


Pax alma, dulce ubique nomen gentibus 
Inter Deos pulcherrima 
Pulcherrimos, quam me tui expectatio 


Torquet morantis ah nimis ! 


Godeſs! 


* Godeſs ! may I once again.] In the original Latin: 


141 


Godeſs! when your lucid rays 


Beaming on us golden days, 
Shall I with pleafure ſee ? 
When will you ſerenely bright, 
Bleſs the world with purer light, 
From deadly darkneſs free. 


Godeſs ! may I once again * 
Welcome thee, nor hope in vain 
Once more thy coming know ? 
Let not pale decrepit age 
Bend me down with cruel rage, 
Ere you that bliſs beſtow. 


Quando expetentem me, Dea, ſpe id irrita 
Tanto beabis munere ? 

Vereor, laborioſa ne longs prius 

Vincat ſenectus languidum. 


175 J 
When each city ſhall rejoice, 
With a univerſal voice, 

May I, with garlands crown'd, 
Hear the fwains rejoice and ſing, 
Dancing in a ruflic ring, 

And pleaſure flowing round. 


May the ills each ſwain laments, 
Spring from jarring elements, 
And not from bloody war; 
May fell ſteel in ſcabbards thruſt, 
Periſh*d with corroding ruft, 

Be baniſh'd from us far. 


May the tyranny of kings, 
With ambition's wide-ſtretch'd wings, 
All impotent and vain, 
Peaceful ſouls no more afright, 
But in everlaſting night, 
Be whelm'd beneath the main, 
When 
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Fields in plenty fruits beſtow, 


1 
When you do not bright appear, “ 
Plenteous harveſts never chear, 
The nearly famiſh'd hind ; 
But when bright yourſelf you ſhew, 


E'en barren rocks are kind. 
You for ſongs the poets chooſe, 


Darling of each tuneful muſe, 
And you thoſe ſongs reward: 


Each his friend in ſafety meets, 
Pleaſing converſe chears our ſtreets, 


While you each city guard. 


* When you t not.] Vida's words are: 
Abſente te, vix uberes alunt agri 
Nunquam colonum deſidem, 

Præſente verò, nuda ſaxa qui colit, 


Vel dormiens bonis fluit. 


You 


l 
You are all the life of trade, | 
Foreign merchandize you aid, 82 
The public good your aim; 
You the nh and great commend, 
All the poor know you their friend, 
And all adore your name. 


Fathers, and our matrons chaſte, 
E'en when pregnant _ haſte, 
To ſacrifice to you; 
You each venerable ſage 
Blooming youth, and ev'ry age 
With trueſt love purſue. 


On us mortals you beſtow, SC 
All the happineſs we know ; 
*Tis you with grace divine, 
Bleſs us with, that bleſſing, health, 
Making us rejoice in wealth, 
And give us bread and wine, 
You 


(78 ] 
You pive freedom, learning, eaſe,* 
"09 nuptial joys to pleaſe, 
Fair progeny beſtow : 
When propitious, life you give; 
„ ſad we live 
And ſink in deadly woe. 


Mars will quickly diſappear 
When he ſhall your foot-ſteps hear, 
And with him all his train, 
Rapines, murders, wounds, and fire, 
Slaughters, deſolations dire, 
Nor plague the world again. 


Lou give freedom.) In the original Latin; 
Securitatem, literas, et da 
Et aupäm, et liberos, 
Vitamque tandem affers amica cantibus, 
Adverſa vero lnctibus. 


11 


We ſhall then no loſs deplore, 
Vile adult'ry be no more, 

Nor we our children mourn 
Virgins, fam'd for brighteſt charms, 
Fear no rapes, but free from harms, 


True love for love return : 


Nor the trumpet's loud alarms, 
Animate to deadly arms, 

No more the huſband tear, 
From his wife, all pale with fear, 
From his tender infants dear, 

And each domeſtic care. 


If ſuch ills our leaders know, 
Let them future wars forego ; 
Let them refrain in time, - 
Or on equal terms give Oer, 
Or their conqueſts all reſtore, 
In ev'ry ſhore and clime, 
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Let not glory, let not fame, 
Let not raging luſt inflame, 
To cruel hoſtile deeds : 
Teach our chiefs each gulf to ſhun, 
Nor b run, 


Till ruin ſure ſucceeds. 


If I from theſe evils free, * 
In tranquility can ſee, 
Our ſhields conſign'd to ruſt, 
And on lofty pillars plac'd 
Black with ſpiders webs defac'd, 
And venerable duſt : 


* If 1 from theſe evils.) Thus Vida expreſſes it: 


Iſtis ſi ego ab malis procul tandem abſiem 
Tranquillitati redditus, 

Videamque pendentes acervos arduis 
Scutorum ubique poſtibus, 

Araneorum fila quos obduxerint 
Nigros vetuſto in pulvere. 


„ 


* And cou'd ſee each ſword and ſpear, 
One conſtructed pile appear, 


I then wou'd joyful yield, 
Humbly bending, ſtooping low, 
Labour's hardy life to know, 

And cultivate the field : 


Then my mind wou'd be at peace, 
Ev'ry frightful terror ceaſe, 

And I in conſtant round 
8 labour, ſometimes play, 
Or to feſtive joys give way 


With olive garlands crown'd: 


Books their conſtant aid ſhou'd give, 
And direct me how to live, 

And chear my evening hours, 
Or when not diſpos'd to roam, 
Or oblig'd to keep at home, 


By winter winds and ſhow'rs, 


G Goddeſs ! 


1 82 ] 
Goddeſs ! who alone can give, 
All the good for which we live, 
Oh! tell me by what name, 
I can beſt my homage pay, 
By what language beſt I may, 


Your excellence proclaim. 


Hail! thou faireſt of the fair, 

Guard us with thy guardian care, 
Thy opulence beſtow, 

From thy plenty-giving horn, 

That we, and thoſe as yet unborn, 
May all thy bleſſings know. 
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Surgit, et ætherii ſpectans orientia ſolis 
Lumina, rite cavis undam de flumine palmis 
Suſtulit, ac tales effundit ad æthera voce 


Qualis ſpelunca ſubito commota columba, 

Cui domus et dulces latebroſo in pumice nidi, 

Fertur in arva volans, plauſumque exterrita pennis 

Dat tecto ingentem : mox atre lapſa quieto, 

Radit iter liquidum, celeres neque commovet alas. 
VIII. 
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The RIVER DOV E. 


'To furniſh a theme for my 10 
What need a wide compaſs to roam, 
But ſing the fine landſkips and views, 
And rural gay ſcenes about home ; 
Near Dove's azure ſtream is my cot, 
All over the meads how I rove! 
Contented, and pleas'd with my lot, 
And ſoft play my pipe in the grove. 


Oh ! Paſtoral Muſe, aid the lay, 
Invok'd by a paſtoral ſwain, 


With notes wild as thoſe from the ſpray, 
And N the Mantuan ſtrain; 

Of Dove, and its banks be my ſong; 
There Flora bedecks the gay mead, 


Uniting its borders along, 
Te beauties of Arno and Tweed, 
G 3 Say, 


ä— 


[ 86 ] 
Say, Muſe, where the Dove has its ſource, 


The grotto, where pure it abides, 


. 0 
0 
$ 
| 
1 
| 


Where, ſweetly meanders its courſe, 
How ſwift thro' the vallies it glides : 
Look yonder among the Peak hills 
Rich marbles and ores are its bed; 
Thence burſting, it tinkles in rills, 
And raiſes its cryſtalline head. 


Encreas'd to a river it ſpeeds, 
Now rapid, its courſe now oppos'd, 


And ſoon to ſweet Berisford leads,* 


By moutainous maſſes inclos'd : 


I! Sequeſter'd, as Berisford ſtands, 
1 It boaſts its- poetical grove, 


| And numbers poetic demands, 
| As primary beauty on Dove. 
Here 


* Berisford:) Formerly the ſeat of Charles Cotton, Eſq; now 
the ſeat of Mr. Oſborn, Barriſter at Law, Near this place there 
| 19 


—— — 


1 

Here Cotton his temple has oa 
Which yonder peninſula ſhews, 

By fiſhermen lov'd and rever'd, 
For ſacred to fiſhers it roſe : 

Cloſe ſhaded thoſe ofiers among, 
The father of fiſhers wou'd lie, 
And while ſilver Dove was his ſong, 

Improv'd for deception the fly. 


See! farther where ſpreads the broad lake, “ 
Which Dove's limpid water ſupplies, 
Surpaſſing all art in its make, 
That natural obeliſk riſe : 
Plac'd | 


is yet ſtanding the fiſhing-houſe, built by Charles Cotton, Eſq; 
with an inſcription over the entrance, Piſcatoribus ſacrum. It is 
alſo ornamented with the initials of Mr. Cotton's and Mr. Walton's 
names, in a cypher : here too he is ſuppoſed to have written his 


book on fiſhing ; as alſo his much-admired poetical works. 


* Pike Pool:] A very remarkable place in the River Dove; where, 
from the midſt of a large baſon, ariſes, in a ſteepling kind of form, 
G 4” a natural 
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Plac'd juſt in the midſt of yon pool, 
Enormous it. ſeems to be grown, 
And nearly proportion'd by rule, 
And faſhion'd of one ſingle ſtone. 


| A cavern opes now its huge round, 
The Dove in its womb to incloſe; 
Hark |! An its murmurs reſound, 
While deep thro? its bowels it flows: 
Abſorb'd tho* the Dove from our ſight, 
A chymical filtering tries, 
Emerging I fee it more bright, 


And more with tranſparency riſe. 


a natural obeliſk all of one entire ſtone ; below which, the Dove 
being oppoſed in its courſe by ſome prodigious large rocks, and en- 
tering a cavern, has forced its way under them, and runs concealed 
under ground for about a mile, and then breaks out with more 
beauty than before; and may juſtly be ſaid to be the fineſt ornament 
of one of the fineſt vales in England, 


3 

By Ilam away the Dove flies,“ 

Surrounded with cliffs, caves, and mines; 
See there the wild Manifold riſe, 

See Dove how it lovingly joins: 
What beauties combine to delight 

How Manifold plays all around ! 
Now riſing, nog ſinking, from ſight, 

Then wantons again o'er the ground. 


But who can the wonders diſcloſe, 
Or beauties of Dove-dale diſplay ; 
Its grand amphitheatre ſhews, 
The horrid, romantic, and Frey 


lam :] A very beautiful and elegant ſear near the banks of 
the Dove, belonging to John Port, Eſq; and is in the moſt wild and 
romantic ſituation that can poſſibly be conceived : to which the 
River Manifold, ſpringing above the houſe, gives additional beauty; 
it is loſt under ground for a conſiderable way, but riſes again, and 
ſoon after joins the River Dove, There is alſo another ſubterra- 
| neous river riſes in Mr. Port's Gardens, called the Hampes. 


How 
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How finely contraſted the flocks ! 
All o'er the high cliffs as they climb, 
The verdure, caſcades, and rough rocks, 


That ſeem as co-eval with time. 


Yet here, tho* amuſing the ſight, 
With tears the poor Dean I will mourn; * 
Who climb'd up the rock's dizzy height, 
By ways never doom'd to return : 
Ah! why did you ride up fo high? 
Why tempt ſo terrific a ſteep | 
Conducting a lady: ah! why, 
Where tremble- to tread the poor ſheep. 


The Reverend Dean Langton and Miſs La Roche, who were 
on a viſit at Wenman Coke's, Eſq; at Longford, and went to en- 
tertain themſelves with a ſight of Dove-dale, where the Dean was 
unfortunately killed with attempting to reach the top of one of the 
rocks with a lady on the ſame horſe ; the lady was ſaved by the 
hair of her head being entangled in ſome buſhes. 
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How ſhriek'd the hoarſe ravens a knell ! 
When vain, and quite uſeleſs the rein, | 
All dreadful | together down fell, 

The horſe, the poor lady, and Dean: 
The lady, by lace-braided hair, 
Entangl'd in brambles was found, 
Suſpended unhurt in ben 

The Dean met his death with the ground. 


Now ſwiftly Dove's ſtream I'll purſue, 
And haſte to the Okeover ſhades ; * 
There ſtop—and with rapture review, 
The picture in yon colonades ; - 
What eye, cou'd thoſe eyes ſee to draw, 
So beaming, ſo placid, and mild, . 
The Deity there with what awe! 
Informs the bleſs'd face of a child. 


as Okeover; the ſeat of the late Leak Okeover, Eſq; where there 
is a moſt ineſtimable original painting of the Holy Family, by 
Raphael, 


© BY 


Ah me! ſee the virgin's fine form, 


As breathing, and ſeeming to move! 
Her roſe-bluſhing cheek, as if warm, 


And fair, as the feign'd Queen of Love: 


Such life-giving tints ne'er cou'd glow, 
Till Raphael his pencil employ'd; 
The pencil, ſuch grace to beſtow 
Sure Raphael the Angel muſt guide. 


Sweet Mapleton grace now my ſong, * 
Where conſlantly verdure an 
Such praiſes to thee may belong, 
As due to Arcadian vales; 
Thy bowling - green pleaſant, and fine, 
Like velvet ſoft-carpeted o'er, 
Thy company, dinners, and wine, 


For each has enjoyment in ſtore. 


Mapleton; a pleaſant village upon the Dove, where there is 


a bowling-green, much frequented by company. 


With 


131 
With ardour, ſee artiſts inflam'd, 
Beginning the ſportive attack, 
The bowl, ſee obliquely tho“ aim'd 
Smooth- running turns round to the jack: 
Now flee—and now rub— is the cry, 
While ſporting refreſh'd with each breeze; 
| The exerciſe let me enjoy, 
Gymnaſtic, and baniſh diſeaſe. 


Near Aſhburn, Dove ſweetly now flows, 
Preſenting new ſcenes to admire, 
How light, and how pleaſingly ſhews ! 
Yon loftily-tapering ſpire: 
Diminiſh'd ſo truly with art, 
Each Granger its height muſt approve, 
And own it muſt beauty impart, 
To meads where meanders the Dove. 


The 
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The valley now farther extends, 
Nor now a rude rock can be ſeen, 
Thee? which the Neef tiver deſcends, 
And pleaſingly varies the ſcene: 
Here Mathfield engages my ſtrains - 
With yonder agreeable ſeat ; 
Where happy *midſt flowery plains 
A Ley has his rural retreat. 


Dove rapid now glides thro? the glade, 
To Granville's umbrageous groves, + 
Irriguous thro? the deep ſhade, 
And violet borders it roves : 
There ſweet-ſmelling ſhrubs are entwin'd, 
Round temples, pavilions, and grots, 
The zephyrs from odours combin'd, 
Waft ſweets to the neighbouring cots. 


* Mathfield; the ſeat of Thomas Ley, Eſq. 


| + aich; the ſeat of Barnard Granville, Eſq; the gardens 
very beautiful, with temples, grots, &c. and in one of the grottos 


is an aviary, 
But 


aol - 
But huſh! what a concert I hear! 
Thoſe birds how they warble, and ſing! 
While aiding to raviſh my ear, | 5 
Soft touch'd is the lyrichord ſtring 
The wood-pigeons cooing love-moans! 
Bees murmur—deep anſwering all 
The Dove is here taught, Soon the ſtones, 
In baſs moſt melodious to fall, 


Now Norbury nods high in air,“ 
So gothic appearing to ſight ; 
I muſt to its turret repair, 
And windows all ſtory-bedight : 
Entinctur'd devotion to aid, 
Here colours with nature may vie, 
Attentive I view ev'ry ſhade, 
And catch glowing zeal with my eye. 


Norbury; a remarkable place in the times of Popery; and 
ſtill fo, for its lofty ſituation over the Dove, and the curious painted 
glaſs in the church. 


Who 
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Who cou'd to theſe forms ſo admir'd 
Formation Promethean give ? 


The artiſt from writings inſpir'd, 
Has bid the bold figures to live: 
Here David ſweeps lofty the lyre, 
Attuning his voice to the ſtrings, 
At once has his God to inſpire, 
His God for the theme that he ſings. 


But hark! or my ear may delude; 
Sweet raviſhment flows from his tongue; 
I hear him with raptures endu'd, -. 
Soft warble his heayenly ſong ! 
What art can arreſt {9 the voice! 
What magic the numbers has bound! 
Ne'er yet was expreſſion, more nice 


Or nearer to picturing ſound, _ 


Ew + 
See here a Meſſiah appear, 
Incarnate the God 1 behold ! 


A wonder, een Angels revere; 
A wonder they cannot unfold 
For ſenſe, tho the Saviour's too bright, 
His love may us mortals allure ; 
And guide us to copy aright, 
A pattern ſo perfectly pure. 


Tho', enthuſiaſtic I gaze, 
The glaſs tho? enliven'd it glow, 

My ſoul ſhall the Deity praiſe, - 
Nor other Divinity know : 

For formerly ſhew, and parade, 
The zealous wou'd often delude, 


While bead-telling monks made a trade, 
Of relics, the ſhrine, and the Rood. 
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By Roceſter, now let me ſteer, ® 
And Roman veſtigia trace; 
To Dove, ſee the Churnet draw near; 
Pp Dove, ſee it ending its race: 
The Churnet, tho' gloomy its way, 
Is honour'd by Alton's high towers, 
Whoſe caſtle, tho? now in decay, 
Impending hoſtility. lowers. 


On yonder agreeable hill, 
Where pleaſingly riſes the ground, 
A Bainbrigge has fix'd his neat vill; + 
And there a fam'd picture is found: 
The painting with wonderful Wee 
The gardens of Nero diſplays; 
Where ſculprure antique has a place, 
And fair as the chiſel might raiſe. - 
| A pile 
* Roceſter ; where there are yet ſome traces of che 3 ) 
+A 1 neat houſe lately built by Thomas Bainbrigge, Eſq; 


in a ſweet ſituation ; and in the drawing-room is a very valuable 


painting 


[99] 
A pile now attracts ev'ry eye, 
Where yonder green avenue leads, 
The banks of the river faſt hy, 
And heads the Cottenian meads : 
All ſporting the Naiads about, 
Around the fair -manſion are ſeen ; 
Its owner his taſte ſhews without, 
The pomp of the eaſt is within, 


From hence ſee a grove of old trees, + 
In ſhade above ſhade, o'er the Dove, _ 
O'erhanging the bank in degrees, - 
With woodbines-high flaunting enwovey = 


painting repreſenting a ſcens in a garden. near Rame, ſuppaſed to 
be Nero's: one ornament of the picture is a fragment of a cyrious 
baſſo-relievo excellently painted. 2 | 

* Crakemarſh ; the ſeat of the Rev. Pr. Colton. 


t Eaton ; an old romantic ſeat-belonging to Gadfroy- Clark, Eſq; 
now uninhabited; but is a moſt noble object to the gardens at 
Crakemarſh. | 


H 2 Emboſom'd 
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Emboſom'd there Eaton I ſee, 
An ivy-crown'd, gloomy retreat, 


Enchantment appearing 'to- be, 
Or antient :knight-errantry ſeat. 


Now forward beneath the thick ſhade, 
s Swift glides the cærulean ſtream, 
How charming the ſcene is diſplay'd ! 
b che fun's vivid beam: 
With oſiers its paſſage to guide, 
. Deſcending thro* many a turn, 
Encreaſing the Dove with its tide, 
Bright Tean here diſcharges: its urn. 


To thee,” Ok l. Toot-hill, now I go; * 
What landſkips, and proſpects are thine! 
The current, how pleaſing a 20 
Deſcribing yon beautiful . * 


© ® Toot-hill ; a W eminence on "os very bannt of the 
high - wood near Uttoxeter, ſuppoſed to be one of the old Roman 
Tumuli; this ſpot commands a moſt beautiful and extenſive proſpett. 


The 
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The uplands all waving with corn; 
On herds, and on flocks, I look down z 1 
The picture ſtill more to adorn, 


See ſteeples, ſee cots, and a town, * 


; Uttoxeter, ſweet are thy views ! 6 
Each ſcene of my paſt boyiſh days. 

Paſt pleaſure in fancy rene ws 
While gratitude ſings in thy praiſe; ; 

Here Plenty with copious horn, & 268 3 1 
Diſpenſes her bounties around. 
And roſy thy ſons, like the morn, : ; . 

In. health, gad N ahhnmdl 1 
"I 


Uttoxeter: in a very healthful and feet Gruation PONG” 
little more can be ſaid of it, chan what the NO Alexander Nec+ 
ham, ſays of another place, viz. © o 


Hic locus ætatis noſtræ primordia o 
Annos feelices, lætitiæque dies. | 


Hic locus ingenuus, pueriles imbuit annos 


Artibus, et noftrz laudis origo fult. 


it's x ++ © I "Thy 


{ 268 ] 


Thy buildings, what tho they are plain, 
And boaſt no magnificent dome, 
Enough for the wiſe may contain, 
Enjoying true pleaſure at home; 
How happy, thy poor, who enjoy! * 
Poſſeſſions o'er want to prevail; 
Whoſe hills daily bread can ſupply, 
And fert milky tibet the vale. 


How oft has thy rural parade, 
So fam'd on the firſt of ſweet May, 
With garlands bedecking each maid, 
© Delighted me tho the long day: 
Oh! May, with thy beautiful train, 
How joyous thy happy return! 
But wiſhing thy ſtay, is in vain, 


And only thy ſwiftneſs we mourn. 


Au of land im the high-wecd, Which was a grant from the | 
Crown to the poor of Uttoxeter, moſt of it incloſed ; near the part 
that is common, is an old Manſion-houſe belonging to the fa 
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Tho' May, with rapidity flies, 

Succeeded by winterly ſtorm, 

Who peace in his' boſom enjoys, 
December to May can transform: 

Then may I, when youth is no more, 
On hope, in humility lean, | 

And when May of life is no more, 

My winter of life be ſerene. 


| See yonder, all blichſome and gay, 
Where mowers have cut the green graſs, 
The lads and the laſſes make hay, 
Each aiming the reſt to ſurpaſs ; 
Obſerve, in and out, how they twine | BY” >, 
The hay how they gracefully rake ! 
And moving in beauty's true line, 
All joyous the labour partake. 


of Minors, who, according to Mr. Peter Lightfoot, who was Vicar 
of Uttoxeter, and who took a ſurvey of the whole pariſh in the 
year 1658, had very large poſſeſſions. | | 


H 4 There 
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1 There heard is the love-ditty'd ſtrain, 
| Conyoin'd with the notes from the ſpray : 
There milk-maids trip-neat o'er the plain, 
And harmleſs the lambs are at play : 
How grateful the ſtrain to my ear ! 
How rural ſimplicity noms 
Where love undiſguis'd may appear, 
And innocence boaſt in its charms. 


New pleaſures each way as I look, 
In pleaſing variety riſe ; 

The angler there plies the ſly hook, 
Conceald by the fraudulent flies: 

From Cotton the angler is taught, 
The fraudulent fly to prepare, 

To wield the long rod as he ought, 
And yet longer line thro! the air. 


With 
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With nimbleneſs now fee he throws, 
His flies where yon ſtream is begun, 
Seducing the trout from ' repoſe, 
As baſking he lay in the ſun; 
The trout darts aloft at the fie, | | : 


Nor can the temptation forbear, . 


But kill'd is at laſt by an hair. 


That cell where the bank ſlow doth bend.“ 
Was Malbon's the leart-d, and the lage, 
My teacher, Mecænas, and friend, : 
With pleaſantry temiper'd with age: 
Flow tears the dear urn to bedew, Yu 
Flow elegy mournfully turn'd : 
Oh!] cou'd I thoſe chords wake anew, 
When Milton his Lycidas mourn'd. 


* The Reverend Mr. Malben's houſe, the late Vicar of Uttox- 
eter ; now occupied by the Reverend Athanaſius Herring. 


With 
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With grief, wou'd he pitiful grieve, 
To ſoath the fad mourner how kind! 
Delighting pale want to relieve, 
How glow'd his benevolent mind ! 


His eloquence taught to revere, 
His life the Supreme to adore ; 
Whom only the vicious cou'd fear, 
The virtuous regarded the more, 


A Gardner demands too my fighs ; - 
A ſoldier, and truly was brave z 
Obſcurely enturf'd tho? he lies, 
No ſtone to diſcover his grave 


Colonel Gardner; who, at the ſame time that he was the 
polite, and the agreeable gentleman, was the truly worthy veteran: 
he was of ſignal ſervice to his country at the battle of Culloden ; 
and ſerved in ſeveral campaigns abroad in the laſt war, with ho- 
nour to himſelf, and his King: he fold out of the army a little 
before his death; but had ſome time before ſettled his family in 
Uttoxcter, 


ys 


The 
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The Muſe ever true to her truſt, 
His name ſhall preſerve from decay, 
When monuments moulder to duſt, | 
And marble. ſhall crumble away. 


'Midſt beauties all vary'd and gay, 
Yer let me the proſpect enjoy, 
I nrich'd by the beams of the day,, 
While calm and ferene is the ſky : 
The buildings around how they ſhew! | 
The woods and fair paſtures between; 
Far diſtant as viſion can go, 
High Weever back-grounds the gay ſcene. * 


But ah! when deſcending the rain, 
With fury eempeſtuous pours, 
When delug'd all ofer is the plain, 
And cover'd its verdure and flow'rs; 
» Wome ; © regs of Meh Mitl-ok ths Eiltntiiis We of 
the River Dove, 
Each 
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Each ſwain ſpeeds away to his flock, 
While roaring wide-ſpread the proud waves, 
Conducting to ſafety his ſtock, —_ 
And timely from periſhing ſaves. 


Tho? horrid the flood may appear, 
All raging and rolling with foam; 
Each boſom, tho? panting with fear, 
Uncertain how far it may roam; 


Yet flows not the deluge in vain, 


Its fatneſs enriches the ſoil, 


New verdure it gives to the plain, | þ 1 
Like Egypt enrich'd by the Nile. 


Nor wants here the winter its joys; 
That greyhound how ſwift he can run! 

The partridge, here oft as it flies | 
The ſportſman brings down with his gun: 


- as. 8 
- 


F< h 
* * 


There 
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There cricket-a party employs, - - 
High ſoaring aloft goes the ball; 
That youth what activity tries! 
To catch it ere down it may fall. 


Now jovial the chace meets my ear; 


Thro' Need wood the horn chearly ſounds; * 


While each, under each, deep and clear, 
All open. the mellow-mouth'd hounds ; 
Hark | Finder, with'troble ſo high, - 
Shrill-Guiding thro” mix d tenor notes, 
And roaring, a baſs fills the er, 
From Bumper and Jowler's loud throes. 


Hark, tally-ho! rings thro the throng, | 
Swift flying o'er hill, dale, and flood; 

And Echo, the loud-cracking thong, 

Retwangs and prolongs thro* the wood: 


in Staffordſhire, belonging to the crown. 
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The ſportſmen all in at the death, 
Quick Renard to pieces now torn, 
Yields mid a full chorus his breath, 
Of huntſmen, hounds, echo, and horn. 


When weather moſt ſharp and ſevere, 
With ſnow has quite cover'd the ground, 

And froſt auen che-praſzett alike, 
Een then ſome amuſement is found; 


Ton lake to a cryſtal congeal'd, 5 


See ſportful the ſcater enjoys, 


Swift birds to his fwiftneſs muſt yield. 


As rapidly graceful he flies. 


Conduct me now, Muſe, -o'er the bridge, 
Toi ſit in yon houſe on the hill; * 

Where ſlopes the green bank from its ridge, 
And opens a view to the mill: 


*'The houſe belonging to the Reverend Mr. Fitzherbert at 


112 
From yon liquid tairrour above, 
The foaming caſcade is down roll'd; 
And Cuthbert's old well's in that grove, 
Its fiſhes refulgent with geld. 


From thence with delight may I tread, * 
That natural terraſs in view, 

A fabric there rearing /its head, “ 
Adorns the fine landſkip anew : - 


* See the engraved Vignette in the Title Page 


+ A new houſe now erecting at Doveridge by Sir H. Caven- 
diſh, Bart. after the deſigns, and under the direction of Mr. Ste- 
vens, Architect; which, though not in a ſuperb, yet is in a moſt 
pleaſing and correct taſte. The building is compoſed of brick and 
ſtone judiciouſly blended together : the principal apartments are 
raiſed on a ruſtic baſement; the center part of the grand front, 
which faces the River Dove, is diſtinguiſhed by a particularity ip 
the Architecture, almoſt unknown in this country, . though very 

frequent in Italy: it is a receſs, or open gallery, which the Italians 
call a Loggia, and deſeribe, as Edifio aperto, che {i regge in ſu Pilaſtri, 
e colamne : and is very ingeniouſly contrived for enjoying the diſtant 
proſpect; which with the grand natural terraſs running along that 
front, the fine vernal valley beneath, the winding courſe of the 


Dove through it, and a great variety of other * objects, is 
BR beyond deſcription. 
Thoſe 
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Thoſe columns a Cavendiſh rears, 
Conſpicuous, noble, and high ; | 
May Cavendiſh long, full of years, 
The Loggia's rich proſpect enjoy. 


A building ſo happily plac'd, 
4 With art may the architect rear; 


And may it with ornaments grac'd, 


In miniature Chatſworth appear: 
Where William, the great noble Duke, * 
Magnificent rais'd the huge pile, 
And worthy himſelf undertook, 


1 A monument gracing our iſle. 


| Having occaſion to mention the Cavendiſh family, it has drawn 
r me on to this little digreſſion to Chatſworth in Derbyſhire, the ſeat 
of the moſt noble Duke of Devonſhire : the houſe is too well known 
to need any deſcription here, only that it was begun and finiſhed by 
the Great William Duke of Devonſhire, ſo famous for his ſteady 

Ill adherence to the cauſe of Liberty, and the noble ſtand he made 
| againſt arbitrary power : the great ſhare he had in bringing about 
1 the Union, and the glorious Revolution, ought ever to be remem- 
bered by all true Engliſhmen with the utmoſt gratitude. 
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Oh! Cavendiſh, great honour'd name, 


How long in thy praiſe might I dwell 
Recorded fo loudly by Fame, * 

What actions heroical tell! 
What virtues in moſt of the race, 

Both public, and private have ſhone 
What honour, politeneſs, and grace 1 

Which all have concenter'd in one. 


Ah! whither wild Muſe wilt thou lead? 
Again the ſweet River attend, 


Where Woodford's fine:carpeted mead, + 


Invites the warm evening to ſpend : - 
On 


* Alluding to the inſeription on the monument of the above 
William Dake" of Devonſhire in All Saints Church at Derby; 
which ſays, Provinciam pus a4 peritia; n ic lade, 


ipſam roga. f * 7 
1 e Fame cum tuba decoratem: 


+ Woodford ; fs a frat ag: to the Webbs; now the 
Property of Sir William Bagot, Bart. of Blithfield; a. thick wood 
upon the declivity of an hill, with a ſmall brook. at the bottom, runs 
r with the river for a conſiderable way; betwixt which the 

* meadows, 
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On this hand, hear Dove rapid run; 
On this a brook 8 its way: 

A ſhade are its elms from the ſun, 
And melody floats from each ſpray. 


But hark ! as my walk I prolong, 


Yon lark poiz'd aloft in the air, 
With melody floating his ſong, 
Might waken the ſoul of deſpair : 


5 Continue ſoft ſongſter thy lay; 
Yet longer delaying thy reſt : 


l | Ah! no—now no longer 'tis day, 


He drops quick as thought to his neſt. 


Ee 
—_— A — —— — EE IIPY 


Withdrawn tho' now quite is the ſun, 
And gilds not the plain with a ray, 
And night's duſky reign is begun, 


in | Yet pleas'd, and yet longer I ſtray : 


meadows, covered with the fineſt verdure, afford a ſweet walk, in a 
ſummer evening; and the great variety of birds ſinging in the wood, 


are no little addition to the entertainment. EY, 
WE While 


( 15 ] 
While glow-worms beſpangle the ground, 
Above, is a raviſhing ſcene; 
' Beſpangl'd with ſtars all around, 


How charming yon azure ſerene. 


9 


Can chance to ſuch harmony grow ? 
Thoſe orbs in due order maintain ? 
Philoſophy bids us to know, 
Not one of them twinkles in vain : 
O'erflowing with rapture my ſoul, 
| Shall ;nfinits wiſdom adore ! 
The Deity beams thro' the whole, 
Who views, is an Atheiſt no more. 


( 
« 


As down the ſweet margin I ſtray, 
That winds with the ſwift-gliding ſtream, 
With beauty reſplendent, and gay, | 
Yon dome ſhall aſcend in my theme ; * 


* Sudbury; the ſeat of the Right Honourable Lord Vernon, in 
a moſt delightful fituation, and the park and gardens laid out with 


great taſte and elegance, 
I 2 Oh! 


— — 
22 * 2 
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Oh! Muſe, higher harmony bring, 
Of Sudbury, loftily tell 

A Vernon, and Lady, now ſing, 
Where greatneſs and goodneſs . 


The ſtructure's majeſtic and grand; 
Its Lord is both noble and kind, 
Its Lady reſpe& may command, 
With freedom and dignity join'd ; 
One view ſhews a park and its deer, 
With buildings antique and a cave ; 
A lawn in that view will appear, 
And verdant a ſhrubbery wave. 


How glaſſy and ſmooth the broad lake 
Where ſtately the ſwans row their pride; 
Where changeable gloſs ſhews the drake ; 
Where arches elliptic beſtride : .. 


The 


Cay 1 


The walks thro? the woods to and fro, 


All ſerpentine turn to the bow'rs; 
The fruits as in Eden here ſhew, 
Emparadis'd there are the flow'rs. 


Here vines their ripe cluſters beſtow, 
There fragrance the ſtrawberry ſheds, 
Ambroſial ananas there grow, 
Like gold their imperial heads: 
Here roſes beſpangl'd with dew, 
Here hyacinths bluſh: in gay dyes, 
Auriculas here of each hue, 
Enamell'd all quaintly their eyes. 


Omnipotence, high to adore, 
The mattins due ſervice now calls; 
Where ſolemn, thro? ſhades: hanging oer, 
The church ſhews its old hallow'd walls: 


13 There 
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[ 118 ] 
There joining the organ and choir, 
My praiſes as incenſe ſhall riſe, 
Good Addenbrook warmth will inſpire, * 
And lecture on heavenly joys. 


Sweet here is che day's dewy prime, 


And ſweet its declining at eve; 


So charm'd with the gay, the ſublime ! 


How yet can I Sudbury leave ? 
Enamour'd the Dove with the view, 
Runs flow and reluctant away; 

And murmurs a plaintive adieu, 


As ſeeming its courſe to delay. 


Thro' willows impending and ſhade, 
The river FAR drives on its waves; 

Where hoary with honours decay'd, 
A caſtle's huge baſis it laves: 


* The Reverend Dr. John Addenbrook, Dean of Litchfield, and 
Rector of Sudbury, 


1119 
'Twas here * John of Gaunt kept his court, 
As Tutbury's legends unfold, 
And chivalry honour'd the fort, 


In feſtive high tournaments bald. 
Thoſe 


®* Tutbury ; where there are ſome fine remains of a caftle, on the 
top of an high hill of alabaſter, on the bank of the River Dove, 
| upon the Staffordſhire ſide. Henry de Ferrers, who came into Eng- 
land with William the Conqueror, and Had large poſſeſſions allotted 
him in Staffordſhire, is ſaid, in ancient hiſtory, to be the firſt builder 
of it; and it continued in his family till the reign of Henry the 
Third; when Robert de Ferrers, for joining himſelf to Simon 
Montford, in ſome attempt againſt the King, was fined for his 
offence in the ſum of fifty thouſand pounds ſterling, a vaſt ſum in 
thoſe days, to be paid, Simul et ſemel in uno die: Robert de Ferrers 
laid himſelf under an obligation, upon nonpayment, to forfeit all 
his lands, except Chartley in Staffordſhire, and Holbroc in Derby- 
ſhire ; and as ſuch a ſum could by no means be raiſed, the caſtle of 
Tutbury, with all the Dutchy eſtate, became forfeited to King 
Henry the Third, who gave it to his ſon Edmund Earl of Lancaſter. 
In the time of Thomas Earl of Lancaſter, it was brought to decay; 
but John of Gaunt Duke of Lancaſter is ſaid to have repaired, or 
to have rebuilt it; he lived in it with great ſplendour and hoſpitality, 
and it was the chief reſort of the nobility in theſe parts; for whoſe 
entertainment a great variety of exerciſes and amufements were in- 
troduced ; among which the Bull-running was one; great- numbers 
of muſicians alſo attended ; for the regulation of whom there were 
particular rules and laws eſtabliſhed, and a King annually elected to 
ſuperintend them, who had a charter granted him: it was wrote in 
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[ 120 ] 
| Thoſe battlements mounted on high, 
The ſkill of old maſonry ſhew, 
Secure from the frauds of the ſpy, 
Or ſtorms from the armour-clad foe : 
Here ſturdy wild bulls to engage, 
Nobility us'd to * 
Still yearly, to popular rage, 
A ſacrific'd bull is the ſport. 


old French, and entitled, Carta Je Rey de Miniſtralr. From the 
Dukes of Lancaſter the caſtle became a ſeat of the Earls and 
Dukes of Devonſhire; and it was one of the places where the 
unfortunate Mary Queen of Scots was confined : It is now in the 
poſſeſſion of the Right Honourable Lord Vernon, who has repaired 


one of the towers. The cuſtom of turning a wild Bull out among 


the populace is yet kept up annually the ſixteenth day of Auguſt, 
which is called the Bull-running : There is alſo a King of the 
Fiddlers choſe, and ſome fort of court parade preſerved by a 
Steward, Bailiff, Jurors, &c. by which cuſtoms very conſiderable 
eſtates are held, which were formerly granted from the Crown ; 
but what remains of the Dutchy Court is only a faint ſhadow of its 
antient grandeur, 


Ah! 
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Ah! Tutbury, chang'd are thy days, 

Since thoſe of the great John of Gaunt; 
Where princes contended for bays, 

Is now of vile bi the haunt: 
Thy muſic now riot deſtroys; 

Where harmony us'd to reſound, 
All ſcraping, confuſion, and noiſe, 

With diſcord preſiding around. 


Here Mary, unfortunate Queen ! 
The loſs of ſweet liberty knew : | 
Immur'd thy ſtrong turrets between, 
With liberty full in her view: 
She view'd it beneath in the mead, 
The herds there cou'd liberty boaft ; 
There bounding at freedom the ſteed, 
| Reminded her what ſhe had loſt. | | 


Perhaps 
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Perhaps the poor Queen was to blame ; 
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For who from all blame can be free? 
Her enemies all were the ſame, 


To cruel, and deadly degree : 


— 46 , 3.7 — nee 2 — 


What means cannot envy purſue 
Condemn'd where ſhe fled for ſupport ! 
The adage confirms ta be true; 


% Fear nothing when far from a court.” * 


How oft has it moiſten'd my eye, 


Thy tragedy mournful to hear ! 
8 | | The pitiful ne'er will deny, 
4 | | To drop for the wretched a tear; + 
i 2 


Fear nothing, c.] Alluding to the old Latin proverb; 
Procul a Jove atque fulmine. | 


+ To drop for the wretched a tear.) Here I muſt again quote a few 
lines from the Latin: | 
molliſſima corda 
Humano generi dare ſe natura fatetur, 


Quæ lachrymas dedit; hæc noſtri pars optima ſenſus. 
| JuovenaL. 
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Ye drops with indulgency "flow, - 
To ſorrow a kindly relief, 
But few are ſo happy but know, 
There may be indulgence in grief. 


Augmented by many a rill, 
Dove foaming continues its way, 
To Eggington's elegant vill,“ 
Vet rural, and pleaſingly gay; 
The Driads, and Nalades join, ; wo} 
Their aid in improving the place, | 
And while they each other entwine, 
Each other alebnately grace. 


* Eggington; a very beautiful ſear in a ſyeet ſituation, near the 
banks of the River Dove, belonging to Sir John Every, Bart. very 
greatly improv'd of late years; the land about the houſe being laid 
out into woods, lawns and lakes, in a very agreeable and pleaſing - 
taſte, A little below Eggington is a bridge over the Dove called 
Munk's Bridge ; beyond which the navigable canal appears in view, 
and is an additional beauty to the proſpect. . 


But 


— pn — 
1 PFF bbb n MO 
3 » 1 3 4 N 
* * . r CS "ROE, W = PEO 


[ 124 ] 


But ſtop—for awhile let me gaze 
What object now croſſes my theme? 
'Tis what will aſtoniſhment raiſe, 
O'er Dove carry'd high flows. a flream : 
Now arch'd, now beneath, like a Mole, 
Who cou'd navigation invent? 
The thought's from a Brindley's great ſoul, 
Of joining the Merſey and Trent.“ 


The 


The grand navigable canal now making betwixt the River 
Merſey and the Trent through Cheſhire, Staffordſhire, and Derby- 


| ſhire ; after the plan, and under the direction, of Mr. Brindley. 


It was begun in the year 1766, and is a great part of it completed, 


and paſſable for barges of thirty tons burthen : the whole extent of 


the canal from the Merſey to the Trent below Derby, at the Der- 
went mouth, is eighty-eight miles, In its courſe it takes in the 
Duke of Bridgewater's canal, the canal to the River Severn, and 
the canal to Coventry ; it is conveyed under ground near a mile at 
Preſton, and above a mile at Hare Caſtle, and arched over with 
brick; and at Armitage it is carried under a rock the length of one 
hundred and thirty-two yards, and as there is a large open at each 
end, and carried through the rock in a direct line, it is a moſt 
agreeable entertainment ta walk along the horſe track through 
the ſubterraneous paſſage, by the ſide of the canal ; one entrance 
into this ſubterrapeous paſſage is ornamented on the top, and affords 
a delightful view to the ſeat of Nathaniel Lyſter, Eſq; the houſe 

„ being 
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The poor ſhall, repining no more, 
When full the canal makes its way, 
The want of employment deplore, 
But commerce their labours repay; 
Ye wealthy, why ſhou'd you oppoſe? 
Purſue the beneficent plan, 
Uniting wherever it flows, 


Each vill with each mart of Japan. 


See Dove as a parting ſalute, 

Bent ſeems to retraverſe its courſe, 
Recoiling with ſudden volute, 

And aimingt again to its ſource: 


being ſituated cloſe by the navigable cut. The canal is twice 
carried acroſs the River Trent, once near Colwich, and again near 
Witchnor ; it is alſo carried over the River Dove below Eggington 
by a number of arches ; and, upon the whole, it is much ſuperior 
in its deſign and utility, to all the grand aqueducts of the Romans 
ſo much celebrated by the writers of. antiquity. 

! 


Ah! 
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Ah! no—a return is deny'd, 
Impell'd is each wave by a wave; 
Thus moments ſucceſſively glide, 


Till that which conducts to the grave. 


Lo! yonder,) with ſeeming intent, 

How nature Dove's exit has grac'd; 
Yon high craggy rock o'er the Trent, * 
As if for a monument plac'd ! : 
Thoſe ſtones now improv'd can afford, 

In ſummer a pleaſant retreat ; 
Where ſpread is the ſociable board, 
With wines ev'ry toaſt to repeat. 


* A very remarkable high rock at Newton Solney, on the op- 
poſite ſide of the River Trent, from where the Dove empties itſelf. 
On the top of the rock is erected a very elegant room for entertain- 
ments in the ſummer ſeaſon, with a kitchen down below, and 
vaults for wine, &c. all cut out of the rock, and executed very ) 
lately by Sir John Every, Bart. of Eggington. 
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Now Dove end thy courſe down below, 
And mix other waters among; 


But long as thy fountain ſhall flow, 


| 

So long ſhalt thou flow in my ſong : | 
Ceaſe, ceaſe, Oh! lov'd Muſe, the ſoft lay; | 
And ceaſe, Oh! fair Dove, thy ſoft name; | 
Along with the Trent roll thy way, | 


The Muſe has recorded thy fame. 


THE 


1 


BOWLING- GREEN. 


Hic ego Pieria ludebam tutus in umbra. Mkr. 


en 


The BOWLING- GRE E N. 


To ſing the Green, and all its pleaſing ſport, 

Where 1 for amuſement ſweet reſort; 

Where ſprightly vigour, exerciſe beſtows, 

And ſocial happineſs, and freedom flows, 

Where, while in ſportive emulation warm, 

And free the conteſt, both from wounds and harm, 

And while each artiſt for the prize contends, 

The victor, and the vanquiſh'd, ſtill are friends, 

Be now my taſk—and may the ſportive Green, 

The Bowls, the Bowlers, pictureſque be ſeen : 

Oh! may the Muſe auſpiciouſly beſtow, 

Numbers that ſweetly, elegantly flow, 

To charm, to warm, and elevate the ſoul, 

And ſmoothly man like the running Bowl. 
Come chen, Oh! Muſe, preſiding over games, 

Wich all thy glowing, bright poetic flames, 


K 2 Who 
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Who taught the bards of old in lofty ſtrains, 
To ſing heroical Olympic plains; | 
The noble champions bidding them rehearſe, 
And praiſe the victors in immortal verſe: 
And in their ſongs made rapid chariots roll, 
In ſwift contention for the diſtant goal; 
The race pedeſtrian ſhew'd; the darted lance ; 
Or how the wreſtlers gracefully advance; 
How ſome, to leap, their utmoſt ſtrength beſtow ; 
Some with the Ceſtus deal the heavy blow; 
How ſome in ſports of other kinds contend, 
And to the diſtant mark the Diſcus ſend: 
Come then, Oh! Muſe, ſuch influence difplay, 
Support my flight where fancy wings its way, 
With all thy graces aiding the deſign, 
Then ſhall my Green with ew ry beauty ſhine; 
With glowing colours elegantly bright, 
And like the real Bowling-Green delight. 

Be firſt a proper ſituation found, 
Dry be the ſpot, and ſandy be the ground, 


To 


e 

To form the Green and that it may delight, 
Let diſtant proſpects open to the ſight: 
Let it not low, or in a bottom lie, 
Nor yet its elevation be too high ; 
Between the two extremes with niceſt care, 
And with exactneſs form the oblong ſquare 
And while it wide, and ſpaciouſly extends, 
Differ but little in the ſides and ends: 
Let lofty trees in proper places riſe, 
To ſcreen the ground-plot from inclement ſkies : 
Trees from the cold, and blighting winds defend ; 
And from too ſcorching heats a ſhelter lend : 
But from obſtruction free let zephyrs blow, 
And all their pleaſing influence beſtow : 
So when the Bowlers to the Green repair, 
All will enjoy the ſalutary air. 

When once the ground is evenly diſpos'd, 
And by ſome low, neat paliſades inclos'd, 
The neighb'ring common mult its tribute pay, 
And with its clods the verdant ſurface lay : 
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With fineſt clods the common will abound ; 


For there the ſofteſt moſſy graſs is found, 

Where browſe the ſheep, and the freet-breathing cow, 
Untouch'd, uninjur'd by the galling plow : 

Near to a level muſt the clods be laid, 

And the plumb-rule the nice conſtruction aid, 
Be all the edges made to ſink with eaſe, 

The middle riſing, by minute degrees, 

And thro' the ſeeming level of the ground, 

Some other inequalities be found; 

But where they ſlowly ſink, and flowly riſe, 

Be imperceptible to niceſt eyes : 


And ſtill to make the ſportive part more neat, 
More ornamental, uſeful, and compleat, 
A little ſandy trench the plot muſt bound; 


Next an internal talus carry*d round ; 


Which when the Bowlers aim the rapid throw, 
. its turfy boſom catch the blow; 
Back from the talus will the bowls rebound ; 
d farface wound. 

| But 


[ 135 ] 

But ah how barren this imperfe& draught, 
How dry] how flat, and impotent in thought 
Where are the beauties (critics will exclaim) 

The bright imagination wing'd with flame ? 

Bid by the Muſe, who ev'ry charm ſupplies, 

Lo! round the green, the flow'ry ſhrubs ariſe : | 
See flaunting wood-bines pendulous in ar 
Beneath the laurel ſee the lily fair, 

The wb vilet and the bluſhing roſe, 

And all the graces Flora can diſcloſe: 

Far- ſtretch'd the walks extend amid' the flow'rs, 
Thro' clumps, thro groves, and ever-verdant bow rs, 
With 8 various guide to painted ſeats, 

And ſhew a cultur'd wilderneſs of ſweets : 

There full in view aſcends an hanging wood, 
Of lofty oaks, that have for ages ſtood ; 
Stage above ſtage, their ample heads r 
Caſting below a venerable ſhade : | 
And leſt the painting ſhould appear too dry, 
Yonder clear fountain 4 a ſtream ſupply, 
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In pleaſing murmurs o'er the pebbles glide, 
And in meanders round its paſſage guide: 
And flatneſs chiefly the deſign muſt aid, 
With flatneſs ev'ry bowling-green is made : 
But ſhou'd they more embelliſhments require, 
The Muſe can furniſh what they moſt deſire : 
Lo] at her bidding, cloſe beneath the grove, 
Sacred to "8 riſes the alcove; 
Or if the gay alcove appear too low, 
She can a grand and lofty building ſhew ; 
With ev'ry beauty wiſdom can deviſe, 
Behold the graceful attic ſtory riſe ! 
Wich eaſy turnings flights of ſteps are ſeen, 
And the neat ſtructure decorates the green : 
Thither the pleas'd ſpectators may repair, 
Below ſit warm, above enjoy the air, 
Here, too, the bowlers may their ſpirits chear, 
Whene'er fatigue, or languor ſhall appear : 
There the full bowl may Temperance prepare, 


And mix the rich ingredients with care; 


( 137 ] 
Glad ſhall we then the pleaſing liquor ſee, 


Where diſagreeing qualities agree; 

Sweets, acids, ſpirits, elements combin'd, 

In true proportion in the mixture join'd ; 

And with Pomona's richeſt Wa fraught, 
Cool as Nepanthe's peace- procuring draught; 


And when the glaſſes from the bowl are crown'd, 


To honeſt bowlers let the health go round: 
Hence, oft perhaps the manly jovial ſong, 
Shall entertain the buſy ſportive throng ; 
And hence, from echoing horns duets may flow, 
And charming, dulcet melody beſtow ; 
In choſen diſcords tremulouſly join, 
In ſoftly- ſwelling uniſons combine; 
From note to note, in ſmooth tranſitions move, 
Their curb'd volutes uniting as they rove. 

Thus tho' the green is form'd with niceſt art, 
And entertaining made in ev'ry Part, 
Leet not a creature yet the clods moleſt, 


Thro' changing ſeaſons ſuffer them to reſt; 


[ 138 ] 
The clods in tume will all together grow, 
Cloſely conjoin'd, and as one ſubſtance ſhew. 
Soon as the ſun with vivifying rays, 
Has chac'd the winter, and the ſpring diſplays, 
With circumſpection on the green attend, 


From heaving moles, and caſting worms defend, 


From ants and mice that cloſely burrow'd lye, 
Theſe if neglected may the green deſtroy. 
Now muſt the ſcythe be frequently employ'd, 
And a nice hand the level ſtrokes muſt guide; 
The broom the moſſy crop muſt clear away, 
And the long withy o'er the ſurface play, 
Quick to and fro, reverbating paſs, 
And laſh away each ſtraggling blade of grafs : 


The buſkin'd horſe muſt with fit tackle bound, 


Drag the huge roller turning ſlowly round; 
This way and that way rolling ſhall the ſtone, 
Make all the green its heavy preſſure own, 


Hard make the turf, and ſpread each moſly blade 


Effacing ev'ry ſtroke the ſcythe has made: 


Daily 
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Daily the roller muſt its work purſue, 
And the ſmooth ſurface of the Green renew. 

When art, and nature, thus united ſnhew, 
And perfect order on the Green beſtow hen 
When birds in concert warble from the ſpray, 
And charming Flora welcomes in the May ; 
When temperate the days, and mildly warm, 
And heaven's blue ſerenity ſhall charm; 
Then groups of bowlers thronging ſhall be ſeen, | 
And glowing figures animate the Green: 
Some ſhaded ſeats, and ſome the building fill, 
Theſe to behold, and theſe to prove their ſkill; 
There for the ſport, a party ready ſtands ; 


The bowls are brought, and court their ſkilful hands, 


Twice ſix their number; all in ſhape the ſame, 
And from one ſtock of Lignum-vitz came: 
A tree from whence a precious roſin flows, 
And a reſtoring medicine beſtows : 
Lop 'd from the parent tree, yet may the bowl, 
Here with its hcalth-beſtowing virtuss roll, 
For 
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[ 1490 ] 
For ſports gymnaſtic, ev*ry breaſt inflame, 
With glowing ſpirits fill the human frame, 
Invigorating chearfulneſs procure, 
Brace the weak nerve, longevity inſure : 
*Tis with its noble exerciſe the wood, 


Corrects, amends, and purifies the blood, 


Vninterrupted makes its current flow, 


The pureſt phyſic human creatures know : 
The bowls in pairs, and uniformly made, 
Proclaim the artiſt in the turning trade; 

One ſide is light, and one is heavy found, 
Giving the bias as it circles round; 

And leſt the bowls promiſcuouſly thrown, 
Should cauſe diſputes, nor eaſily be known, 


Or undiſtinguiſh'd, or confus'dly mix, 


Each bowl is number'd up from one, to ſix : 


The lead-piece ready for a ſtanding lies, 
And there the jack, diminutive in ſize: 
'Tis at the jack the bowlers all muſt play, 
And *tis the jack directs the ready way 


For 
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For each ſucceeding bowl; with ardent * 

All mark its paſſage as its nimbly flies; 

And where the jack in circling portions twines, 
Hints to the bowlers, all their nice deſigns : 
Eager the bowlers three oppoſ*d to three, 

Deſide by lots who ſhall the leader be; 

Agree what premium ſhall reward the game, 
Leſs for the prize ambitious than for fame: 

T he aces, duces, trays, the firſts divide, 

Fours, fives, and ſixes, the oppoſing fide z 

The leading ſide, three ſhepherd ſwains compoſe, 
The other ſide, thrce military beaux : 
Ah! let no great pecuniary prize, 

Depreſs the bowler's breaſt, nor damp his joys; 
Let not fell gaming with deluſive face, 

The noble bowling exerciſe diſgrace: 
Gaming, thou fiend ! with peſtilential breath, 
Pandour to phrenzy, poverty, and death, 

Thou blot to virtue, and thou nurſe of woe, 


Converting love to hate, and friend to foe ; 


Void 
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Debaſe its nature, and diſturb its reſt ? 


So! and with ſharpers of the alley mix 
And practiſe jobbing ſophiſtry and tricks, 


1a] 
Void of all honour, to religion blind, 
Diſſatisfaction glooming in thy mind, 
With fraud, and av'rice, ever in thy train, 
And grimly ſmiling can'ſt delight in pain, 
Thou art a vice, with ſerpent-venom nurſ'd, 
The moſt deteſtable, the moſt accurſ'd : 
Can this vile paſſion fill the human breaſt, 


Can you be cruel, fraudulently bold, 

And wiſh to riot in another's gold ? 

Go! hence, away ! nor let thy face be ſeen, 
Nor with unworthy tread pollute the Green; 
At fickle Fortune's wheels, go bend thy knee, 
And court her favours with thy golden fee; 
To Ad go, and thy diverſion take, 
Rattle the dice-box, till thy elbows ache z 
There the accompliſh'd Macaroni ſhew, 

And riſk thy fortune on a ſingle throw; 


At 
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At Jonathan's diſplay thy ready parts, 
With all the gambler's deep, deceitful arts, 
There be as wiley, as the wiley fox, 
And riſe, or fall by fluctusting ſtocks, | 
Thy day muſt come; of all thy thouſands won, 
Be plundered, and the plunderer undone : 
Go! and pit lives, regard no right, or law, 
Or from the hay-ſtack pluck the longeſt ſtraw : 
Theſe are the great, right honourable ſports, 
The pretty paſtimes of politeſt courts. 

The jack now thrown, a curving paſſage ſteers, 
And a true mark at diſtance due appears ; 
See | the firſt ſhepherd with an eaſy grace, 
Follows its track exactly with an ace; 
Smooth runs the bowl, commendably deſign'd, 
The panting bowler following behind : 
Rather two fwift it runs—rub! rub! he cries; 
Beyond the jack a foot, now ſtops and dies. 
The firſt oppoſer Follows with a four, 


As nicely aim'd as was the bowl before; 


Well 
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Well bowl'd they cry ! this never can be won! 
_ _ Surely a toucher—if it can but run! 
The bowl now languid, ſeeming near a ſtand, 
The bowler waves it forward with his hand ; 


Flee, flee ! he cries—true in thy trial prove, 


Nor yet ſo fecbly, dilatory move ; 


' Flee ! my good bowl—Oh flee! a little more; 


Short of the mark it ſtops, and tumbles o'er. 


The ſecond ace, and four, in turn are try'd, 

Too narrow this, and that as much too wide: 

With duce, and five, now other two contend, 
| Exerting mimic rage to win the end: 


By each, in turn, are ſkilful efforts made, | 


Till both the duces, and the fives are play'd : 
Now hope, now fear, is viſibly expreſs'd, 
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And in each vary'd countenance confeſs'd; 


This throws his bowl with unaffected eaſe, 
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And graceful, in an attitude to pleaſe; 

One leg, or arm with motion ſlow alas. 

Slowly, then drops them, as its progreſs ends : 

| This 
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This twiſts, and wreaths, in attitude of pain, 
While his bowl travels ofer the level plain; 
And like the ſun-flow'r turning tow'rds the 1 
Turns, as he wiſhes that his bowl may run: 

This, not contented with a diſtant view, 
His running. bowls will ſtep by ſtep purſue, 
Sees thro? th' oppoſing files, the ſecond paſt, 

| And tho* no toucher, lie the neareſt caſt. 
The other two with trays, and fixes vie, 


And equal ſkill, with equal ardour try; 


The tray ſmooth traverſes the graſſy tract, 
Nearly in ground, and in its length exact, 
And ſtrongly biaſs'd, curving ſpends. its fore, 
Almoſt a toucher ſtops, and ends its courſe. 
What can th' oppoſer with the ſixes do? 
The adverſe bowls prevent his getting thro! : 
Now is the time his artful ſchemes to ſhew, 
Firſt over bowl, then meditate a throw; 
He bowls his fiſt, but biaſs'd over ſtrong, 
Sudden it draws and gets amid the throng, 

L Striking 
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Striking oblique the adverſaries bowls, 


Swift off the green accelerated, rolls : 

The other tray ſucceeds, but cautious fears, 
Thro- the whole progreſs of the bowl appears, 
Short lies the * in | the way, 

The other bowler meant his bowl to play: 
As if the game depended on the end, 

Eager the beau attempts his play to mend, 

A diffrent bias the laſt ſix turns out, 


And that way hopes the winning bowl to rout : 


Rubs after rubs, its well-meant paſſage ſhake, 
Nor can the bias true direction take, 

But in deſcending ſopes againſt it flies, 

Till in the ſandy trench at laſt it lies. 

So WE: in creat affairs may ruin cauſe, 
And Fortune oft againſt the bias draws. 
With prying eyes all round the bowls attend, 


And for the ſhepherd ſwains announce the end: 


Nor were the other bowls ſo ſhort, or gone, 
That yet the ſhepherds reckon only one. 


. "The 
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The ſhepherd ſwains a right preſcriptive plead, 
That thoſe who gain the end again muſt lead ; 
The jack a ſecond time now ſpeeds away, 

And takes a curving track from where it layz < 
More flow, and more elliptically moves, 

And a freſh object for contention prowes. 

Bowls after bowls from either party ſpeed, 

And in alternate order each ſucceed 

Ten of the bowls were play'd, when looking o'er, 
Which were the auth the beaux cou'd reckon four; 
But ſoon miſchance upon miſchance aroſe, 

Quite diſconcerting the rejoicing beaux: 

One of the ſhepherd party and one beau, 

Had yet remaining each a bowl to throw; 

The ſhepherd bowls with ſome degree of force, 
And grounding well his bowl directs its courſe 
Amidſt the beaux beſt bins; where cloſe they lay 
Sets on their caſts, and juſtles them away; : 
Makes all confuſion as it rolls along. 

Diſplacing with its ſhocks the wooden throng 3 
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Concuſſion on concuſſion wider goes, | 
And bowls ſtrike bowls with ſecondary blows ; 
Croſſing, diverging, now they bowl from bowl, 
In various mathematic angles roll; 
Inveſtigating what, by certain laws, 
Direct percuſſion or oblique, may cauſe; 
And with elaſtic bodies as they oat 
Force and reſiſtance readily can prove; 
And l from them, the pic * mind, 
The ratios of velocity defin d 
Subduplicate, or duplicate, may know, 
With all the truth experiments can ſhow : 
Now all throng round the bowls, their ſtate exp 
And tho? till this the beaux might reckon four, 
Three of their caſts were quite diſplac'd and gone, 
And now can only reckon, ſingle one. 
Soon the third beau without the leaſt delay, 
And void of caution, eager in his play, 
Since he had bowl'd with excellence his laſt 
And big with hopes to lay another caſt, | 


Unfortunately 


49 
Unfortunately throws his other bowl, 
And ere he ſees it in the mid-way roll, 
Perceives (Oh! ſhocking to be ſo diſgrac'd) 
That in his hand the bias was miſplac'd ; 
Soon the true purpoſe of the bowl is foil'd, 
For, comet-like, excentrically wild, 

Devious it wanders, and ſtill goes aſtray, 
Wider and wider, from its deſtin'd way, 
Spending its laſt debilitated force, 

Loſt, and egregious thro' its utmoſt courſe, 
Juſt ſo ſome youth who promis'd fair to ſhine, 
Among the foremoſt of a noble line, 
And by a. virtuous education train'd, 
Ev'ry polite accompliſhment had gain'd , 
Too plainly ſhews, when unconſtrain'd his choice, 
His pre-conceiv'd propenſity to vice; 
And ere he reaches life's meridian height, 
By folly biaſs'd wrong he takes his flight, 
Thro' mazy error's dark perplexing wales, 
To deadly deep inextricable toils; 
L 3 | At 
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At length, a miſerable being ends, 
Far from his father, family and friends: 
Woes upon woes the profligate attend, 
Where vice begins true happineſs muſt end. 
The beau in paſſion's ebullition flames, 
' With malldiftions on- — 
When turning from the track his bowl ſhou'd go, 
It ſtarted ſide-ways like a broken bow: N 
He ſees his error with a wild ſurpriſe, 
Midſt hiſſing, clapping, univerſal noiſe; 
Friends, foes, ſpectators, then at once combine, 
And in a peal of taunting laughter join: 
Now, ſullen, ſilent, vex'd, perplex'd he ſighs, 
Nor can he raiſe his quite dejected eyes, 
Shame wou'd be hid—and while he inly mourns, 
Each way his head involuntary turns: 
So the gilt weather-cock amid* the ſky, 
Yon taper ſteeple elevates- on high, 
By various blaſts is variouſly inclin'd, 
The wretched paſtime of each guſt of wind. 
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One all! is now proclaim'd, with lofty found ; 
One all necks, fein the hills d. 

The beaux renew with ardour the attack, | 
From corner quite to corner flies the jack 
Each now at eaſe, and ev'ry paſſion ill, 
Dexterity exert, and equal ſkill: 

From either party ſounds a diff*rent cry, 

Theſe ſhouting rub ! while thoſe are crying fly! 

And ſome, will oft ironically jeer, 

| Crying Dead ſhort! when yet in full career 

The bowl has paſt the block; and then anon, 

When rather ſhort the bowl, will cry, *Tis gone! 

But jokes can ne'er the tranquil mind diſmay, 

_ *Tis all but harmleſs reputable play, 

Compar'd with that vile imprecating noiſe, 

Where the dread ſons of riot ſacrifice, 

When to the cock-pit ſavage they reſort, 

Enjoying cruel ſanguinary ſport. 

Each bowler now, deliberate, delays, 

Till ev'ry paſſage, and the diffrent ways, 
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He accurately eyes few bowls, or none, 


Err in their latitude, or much are gone: 

Never cou'd Fortune, who is pictur'd blind, 

To mutability be more inclin'd, 

For each alternate bowler lays a caſt, 

And each ſucceeding bowl ſtill ** the laſt; 

The military beau, they all atteſt, 

Who bowl'd the laſt, had won the very beſt : 

To the laſt ſwain one ſingle bowl remain'd, 

And, that advantage might be now obtain'd, 

He means to throw—the jack is plainly ſeen, 

And a fair open all the bowls between; 

He looks all energy, and takes his ſtand, 

With marking ol the bowl within his hand : 

True, as the needle pointing to the pole, 

With ſpeed directed to its diſtant goal, 

And ſtrength, that's truly maſculine he throws, 
With perfect rectitude, it rapid goes, 
Invariably right; and mid' their bowls 
It ſtrikes the jack—then bounding, off it rolls. 


Joyous 
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Joyous, the ſwain with eclat now appears, 
Felicitation ſounding in his ears, 
When thronging round the caſts their ſtate to ſee, 
The ſhepherds think their bowls lie two, or three: 
The beaux diſpute the third; *tis then decreed, 
To make a ſtanding meaſure from a reed: 
The reed exactly cut now leaves the hands, 
And *twixt the jack and bowl ſuſpended ſtands : 
That bowl is kick'd away; the beaux now try, 
If to their bowl ſuſpended it can lie; 
But all their arts and efforts are in vain, 
The reed ſuſpenſion cannot once obtain. 
Fortune * the baffl'd beaux abuſe 
And ſtill her partiality accuſe; 
Thus, the deſponding abject mind will mourn, 
And think that happineſs muſt ne'er return: 
Dare mortals then, ſhort-ſighted, weak, and vain, 
Divine, unerring Providence arraign ! 
We cannot greater arrogance diſplay, 
Than when we cenſuring profanely ſay, 
To 
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To thoſe too much; to us too little given; 
When all which men call Fortune flows from heaven. 

Again the game is ety'd 4 the fwains count four, 
One the beaux count, nor yet can reckon more 

Once more the ſhepherds, after little pauſe, 
Fluſh'd with fucceſs, and general applauſe, 
Throw out the jack; ſtill diff rent in its way, 
And by new marks diverſify the play; 
Quickly thi little fugitive is ſeen, 
Down in the deepeſt hollow of the green : 
The ſhepherd's bowl now follows, and its courſe 
Seems well deſign'd, but impotent in force; 
The ſwain purſues it, and in' angry mood, 
Upbraids, and chides, the unattentive wood ; 
With pantomimic geſtures Flee ! he cries ; 

But ſhort, its race ſoon ditaiiiting, dies. 

The beaux firſt bowl with nicety deſign'd, 
Made a good caſt, the jack but juſt behind: 
Shepherd and beau, in order each ſucceed, 

And now the bead erdel the ſwains who lead; 
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Three bowls were good, and artful now they try, 
By ſtratagems, to guard what caſts they lie; 
Bowl after bowl now cunningly they play, | 
Diſtant, at hand, and in fuck order lay, 
They one obſtructing ſeries compoſe, 
Guarding their caſts from meditated throws: 
Hopeleſs the ſhepherds bowl, but bowl in vain, 
Impeding bowls their force, and arts reſtrain : 
In turn the beaux, with one united voice 
In acclamations of ſucceſs rejoice ; 
With ſupercilious airs now look around, 
And ſeem diſdainful as they tread the ground. 
Thus from obſcurity a wretch we ſee, 
Rais'd to a ſudden affluent degree, 
Who grown aſſuming, inſolent and vain, 
Knows not his wild ambition to contain. 
Each party now count four; aloud they cry, 
The game Four all ! with: univerfal joy. 
The beaux enjoying thus their ſhare of fame 
With renovated hope renew the garhe, 
Thinking 
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Thinking to end by policy in play, 

Tha long - ſuſpended fortune of the day; 
And chooſing out moſt difficult a track, 
Now throw the laſt and terminating jack; 
Each party equal their ſucceſs enjoys, 

And each in hopes anticipates the prize: 
While the ſpectators eagerly attend, 

This laſt deciſive, and concluding end. 
Briſkly with bowls the conteſt is begun ; 
With ſome viciſſitude at firſt they run, 
When round the jack the military beaux, 
Lay caſt on caſt, and ev'ry paſſage cloſe, 
Except one break, which lay another way, 
And diffrent bias from the track they play : 
Their looks and actions all beſpeak ſucceſs, 
And almoſt certain confidence confeſs : 

But ah! the bubble of an empty name, 
And but a fantom, they ee not fame: 
Their 18 triumph ſoon is Oer, 


The bubble breaks, and they rejoice no more. 


The 
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The bowls, now all, except the laſt were gone, 
And the laſt ſhepherd had this auly one : . 
Tho? it was thought impoſſible to win, 
And that another bowl cou'd ne'er get in; 
His looks no fear, or diffidence betray, 
Serene he reconnoitres now the way; 
Perhaps, unſeen to all the ſportive train, 
But to the Muſe, and this much-favour'd ſwain, 
Deſcending from the ſkies, the ſpotleſs maid 
Minerva, came to give her timely aid; 
And elegantly turn'd, a ſtatue ſtood, 
Before his eyes in animated Wood. 
Hither, his partner cries, you * bowl round; 
And with his handkerchief marks out the ground? 
Soon as the bowl his ſkilful hand forſakes, 
Smooth as a ſcater ſkims o'er froſen lakes, 
It paſs'd along with circular parade, 
Exactly where the handkerchief was laid; 
Now gains deſcending ſlopes, and on it rolls, 
Throꝰ juſt one open of oppoſing bowls ; 
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Inſinuates itſelf without one ſhock, 
Now ſlow it creeps—yet creeps—to reach the block; 
And falling ſide-ways a cloſe toucher lies, 
While ſhouts victorious echo thro? the ſkies. 
A rew'rend Doctor and the ſhepherd's friend, 
- Soon as he ſaw the ſportful conteſt end, 
As umpire came, with careful ſteps and ſlow, 
Both praiſe and gratulation to beſtow ; 
Tho? waſting time had ſilver'd o'er his head, 
Yet his plump cheek retain'd the roſy red 
He with benevolence, and manners mild, 
In honeſty a man, in fraud a child, 
Oft in his chearful temperate regale, 
Wich Latin remnants ek'd his evening tale, 
And from the moſt diſtreſſing cares exempt, 
Too low for envy, and above contempt, 
Truly polite, and graceful in his meen, 
Far from corruption, and from courts had ſeen, 
In eaſy affluence the ſeaſons roll, 
With noble independency of foul : 


Now 
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Now, he elate, the fragrant whiff ſuſpends, 


And wav'd in air the taper tube extends, 

Euge! my boys, with voice exulting cries, | 

Your's be the honour, and be von the prize 1 
All catch the joyful ſhout, at once combine A 
And in a chorus of applauding join : 

Squees'd by the hand the victors all commend, 
And on their ſhoulders the ſmart ſlaps deſcend, 
While for the ſhepherds, they the prize proclaim 
And with the prize their wiſh'd reward of Fame. 
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ESSAY on PAINTING. 


Ut pictura poëſis erit : quæ, fi propius ſtes, 
Te capiat magis; et quædam, ſi longius abſtes: 
Hæc amat obſcurum; volet hæe ſub luce videri, 
Judicis argutum quæ non formidat acumen : 
Hzc placuit ſemel : hæc decies repetita placebit. 


Hon. de arte Poetica. 
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An ESSAY on PAINTING. 


Paixtine divine, that ey'ry boſom wattng, 


That both the learned and unletter'd charms; 


From thy bright graces, let ſome- radiance dart 


Its emanations to thy ſiſter art: 


Give it expreſſion, give it life and eaſe, 


Then ſhall my verſe like ſome fair picture pleaſe: 


And Oh! Minerva, kindly aid my lays; 


Art be my guide, the painting art to praiſe; 


And may the Nine creative ſtrains beſtow, 
Bright in my ſong make vivid colours glow; 
Such as may proper energy impart, 
And deep imprint its graces in the heart: 
Say how the ſcience was at firſt obtain'd, 
How, by cradations its-perfiftioh gain'd, 
From man to ſtatues; how the ſtatue taught, 
To trace on canvas the imperſect draught, 
And by the pencil's imitative ad 
To glow with mimic life in light and ſhade. 
M 2 
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Say, for you know, from whom the art was given 
Divine its origin, and ſprung from heaven : 
The great Creator firſt the work began, 
And gave a copy of himſelf in man. 
Man is an earthly ſtatue finely wrought, 
Endu'd with life, and penetrating thought ; 
Where, warm with blood, the branching veins enroll 
With ligaments and nerves, the active ſoul : 
And Oh! how fearfully (the Pſalmiſt ſaid 
In ſacred ſong) and wonderfully made. 
Perhaps Lot's wife, when warn'd to haſte away 
From Sodom, diſobeying with delay, 
With looks reverted, and ap-lifted hands, 
And feet firm rooted in the barren ſands, 
By heav*n's juſt wrath a petrefaction grown, 
Appear'd the firſt, and only ſtatue known. 
Art hence aroſe i and hence it may be trac'd, 
Long by moſt groſs idolatry diſgrac'd : 
But ſculpture ſoon, tho? barbarous and rude, 
Among the learn'd in eſtimation ſtood, 
And 
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And in Egyptian deities diſplayd, 


Encreas'd in numbers by the chiſel's at; 

In human forms, the ſtone and braſs appears, 

Eyes without ſight, and without hearing, ears. 
Hence their mythology the Magi date, 

Iſis, and Os'ris ſhone in pagan ſtate, 

Their Oromazes, principle of light, 

Their Mythras, or their middle god, ſhone bright, 


With Arimanius, principle of ill, 

Darkneſs and ſorrow; and old Orus ſtil 

The ſacred Perſian 3 enroll, 

And Zoroaſter's words confirm the whole. 
From thence to Greece the art ſublime was brought, 

And in their ſchools with veneration taught: 

Tho? force of genius never cou'd deviſe, 

In ſculptur'd forms th? Omnipotent, all-wiſe, 

Nor finite art, infinity expreſs, 

They gave each atttibute its form and dreſs ; 

Teaching the marble prodigy to ſhine, 

With graces, and with lineaments divine, 


M 3 Magnificence : 
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Magnificence ſupreme appear'd in Jove; 


Beauty in Venus, the fair queen of love; 
The wanton Cupid, giving pleaſing pain, 
And ſmiling Graces follow'd in her train. 
Drawn by proud peacocks Juno rul'd the air; 
Mars rode triumphant in his bloody car : 
Pluto, and Neptune, earth and ſea expreſs'd, 
And Vulcan elemental fire confeſs'd : 
In bright Apollo divination ſhone ; 
And Bacchus mark'd the vintage for his own: 
Ceres, the harveſt with full plenty crown'd ; - 
And chaſte Diana made the woods reſound : 
| Wiſdom, Minerva, pure and ſpotleſs maid, 
Eſpous'd, and gave to ſciences her aid : 
They a wing'd Mercury in ſpeed excel; 
And gloomy Proſerpine reign'd queen of hell. 
Thus in perfection ſculpture came to Rome, 
Gracing the temple, palace, and the tomb. 


From ſculpture, painting its firſt progreſs made 


In graphic out-lines deſtitute of ſhade : 
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But ſoon in Grec I, and in Roman ſchools, 
The noble art obtain'd its pleafing rules; 
Cou'd with perfection, on plain canvas trace, 
The glowing beauties of a charming face, 
To figur'd groups their full expreſſion give, 
And in each paſſion bid the picture live. 
Hence true perſpectibᷣe ſbon began to _ 
With lengthen'd beauty thro? the waving line ; 
And with deceptions pleaſing to the ſight, 
Extend all diſtances with ade and licht: 
'Tis light, projection and depretfion ſhews, 
And thro' the landſcape ev'ty colour throws : 
Hail, holy light ! thou effetice of the whole, 
Conveying vary'd objects to the foul : 
Thou firſt-· created ſubtile being rare, 
Daughter of heav*n, thou att its offspring fair. 
Light in à ftar, with twinkling beauty ſhews, 
And in a comet blazing dreadful glows, 
Dawning in r jewels with reflected tays, 8 
And in a Slow-worm counterfelts a vince: 
M 4 


[ 168 ] 

From ſmalleſt ſparks to raging flame can riſe, 
Pale in a taper, and in aſhes dies. 

From light's pure fountain ſight a being draws, . 
Of ſpace, and place inveſtigates the laws: 
Tis by the ſight imagination lives, 
And comprehenſion to each object gives: 
The vaulted arch of heaven, vaſt and high, 
Enters at once the pupil of the eye; 
| Sight can extremes with nice diſtinction view, 
And in an inſtant form a judgment true, 
Takes in the beauty of each glorious ray, 
When riſing Phœbus gilds the early day, 
Or when he glows with bright meridian heat, 
Or ſets in ruddy veſpertine retreat. 

Thus light, ſight, optics, mutual aid impart, 
And ſyſtematic rules advanc'd the art; 
And, as with forming lines the pencil mov'd, 
And follow'd nature, nature ſtill improv'd ; 
One principle of light, with ſtrength beſtow'd, 
Soft in repoſes erry ſhadow ſhew'd, 
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Gave le- lights ſubordinate degrees, 
Skill'd both to eaſe defects, and ſkill'd to pleaſe: 
Right diminution in due order place, | 
And to each action add a ſpeaking face. 
Then cou'd the painter daring flights purſue, | | 
With noble guſto regularly true, | 
Join with the knowledge of hiſtoric page, 
Poet, divine, philoſopher, and ſage; 
Each well- connected, and contraſted maſs, 
And various attitudes with judgment claſs; . 


Contour, invention, diſtribution join, 


Grandeur of ſtile, with beauty's vary'd line; 

With plaſtic art the-vivid colours throw, 

And each aſſemblage exquiſitely ſhew, 

Where the ſublime is truly taught to ſhine, 

And ſhew the finiſh'd piece with grace divine. 
Such were the rules the antient maſters choſe, 

When Phidias, Zeuxis, and Apelles roſe; | 

And the great moderns their bright track purfue, 

A Michael Angelo's grand works we view; 


A Titian's 
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A Titian's awful, celebrated piece: 
Divine was Raphael; happy Veroneſe: 
Nature by Rubens nearly was outdone, 
Great were Van Dyck, a Roſa, and Le Brun. 
Hence the productions, of our — time, 
Magnificently wrought with true ſublime, 
Th' analyſis of perfect beauty ſhew, 
And each nice connoiſſeur muſt praiſe beſtow. 
What cannot Albion's happy ſons effect ? 
When Royal Patrons, the fine arts protect ; 
The Vatican itſelf ſhall dull appears 
The ſoul of painting bright muſt flouriſh here. 

Nature herſelf ſome maſter- ſtrokes has given, 


And ſhews that painting is deriv'd from heaven: 


E'en ſtones and gems the ſcience to advance, 
Diſcover tints beyond the reach of chance: 

| Witneſs that beauteous Agate of renown, 
Whoſe wonders Pliny has tranſmitted down, 
Within whoſe ſurface, to a poliſh brought 


Kind nature's pencil, exquiſitely wrought, 


With 
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With colours, and with lines the art to id, 

All the Nine Muſes in one group difplay'dy | 
Each well diſtinguiſh'd and in order plac d. 
Apollo with his lute the circle grac'd. 


To elevate the mind, and pleaſe the fight, | 
To raiſe at once, our rev'rence and delight, 
Painting has charms, that all ſublime en 
Checking our pleaſure with an awful fear; 

In raptures we admire each bold deſign, 
And almoſt think the forming hand divine; 
So delicately warm, ſome pieces glow, | 
And with ſuch ſtrokes inimitable ſhew, | 
They may (tradition ſays) not only praiſe 
But adoration cauſing as we gaze, 
The ſtile ſo ſoftly ſweet, and nobly grand, 
Confeſs the fainted, or angelic hand. 
But, ah | what accents can expreſſion give, 
And as the painter make the figures live: 
Motion and graces cannot be unfurFd 
By words, and founds unknown to half the world 
While 
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While graceful painting ev'ry tongue commands, 
And ſpeaks the language of remoteſt lands. 
Oh! cou'd my Muſe with excellence aſpire, 
| To ſing thy beauties with Du Freſnoy's fire; 
Each viſionary ſcene with art controul, 
Thro' all the vary'd motions of the ſoul, 
Fach great idea, qualify'd inweave, 
To raiſe, to charm, to terrify, to grieve, 

Or numbers ſpeak like painting to the eyes, 
Then ſtriking pictures in my ſong ſhou'd riſe. 

See | painted there a ſweet and ſylvan ſcene 
% Thro' clumps of trees the mountain tops are ſeen : 
« In purling ſtreams the murm'ring fountain flows; 
There the neat cot, an humble ſhelter ſhews : 
* While jocund ſwains in ſportive circles bound, 
In rural dance, and active beat the ground.” 

See! there, of = OP: charity, the teſt 
The father nouriſh'd from the daughter's breaſt ! 
In ſolitary gloom reclines the ſage, 
The tints embrown'd with venerable age.“ 


See! 
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See | horrid there the furious tempeſt riſe, 
Where ſable night involves th* extended ſkies, 
Save when the forked lightning wings its way, | 
In flaſhes, darting momentary day: 
The rolling chillies: ſeem the clouds to rend, 
And compound ruin, and deſtruction ſend: 
Raging the winds, midſt raging ſurges roar, 
„Waves pil'd on waves, in mountains daſh the ſhore, 
* Sudden then falling, as they ſudden roſe, 
* The dreadful horrors of the deep diſcloſe : 
« While helpleſs mariners in wild deſpair, 
Eye the convulſive, elemental war.” 

There, ſee the canvas with expreſſion tell, 
« How Julius Cæſar in the Senate fell! 
. © See, how he ſtands ! the patriots all around, 
&« In attitudes inflicting wound and wound: 
« All pale, ſuffus'd with blood, his eye-balls roll; 
- F ainting he ſeems, and groaning out his ſoul.” 

Lo! with what warmil, in vary'd light and ſhade, 


Great Alexander yonder is portray'd , 


« Proudly 
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« Proudly he rides - and thro? heroic deeds, 
% Indiffolubly firm the- phalanx leads, 
& In dreadful union: while each martial head, 
« Nodding with eſti planing ie ocr-ſpread : 
Each . ſhield ſome argument diſplays, 
* Bright ſhine the ſpears, reflecting blaze on luer 
„Now man to man, and horſe oppos'd to horſe, 
« Each dealing wounds purſues his rapid courſe: 
The dead, and dying, thick beſtrow the ground, 
And o'er the bloody heaps the horſes bound; 
And as the dreadful ſlaughter meets the eyes, 
We almoſt think we hear the dying cries.” 

Lo! there the heav'nly babe the Virgin bears, 
Confeſſing in fond looks the parent's cares; | 
See! innocently ſportive on her breaft, 

The holy infant, ſoft reclining reſt ; | 
„And as the ſmiling burden ſhe diſplays, 


* Hangs ver his charms, and ſmile for ſmile repays : 
| A glorious radiance ſpeaks him all divine, 


| And in the child the beams of God-head ſhine.” 
See! 
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See | there again, in. manhood's riper years, 
« At Cana's marriage-feaſt the God appears 
&« See, how the water, at the word divine, 
« Confeſs'd its maker bluſbing into wine!” 
There too the Saviour of the world we ſee, 
« Beneath the fruitleſs execrated tree: 
Sudden the tree, the blaſting word receives, 
„ Thro' its luxurious barrenneſs of leaves.“ 
There on the mquntain ſte! with modeſt grace, 
* The heav'nly orator again we trace; 
* Riſing conſpicuous on the topmoſt mound,. 
« He charms the liſt' ning multitude around 
« The humble attitude in which he-prays, 
« His purity emaculate diſplays; 
« The ſanctity, with which his ſoul is fraught, 
« Is in each precept, and each action taught; 
« His looks, which perfect charity confeſs, 
A living ſermon of the truth expreſs; 
And as his eye with temper'd awe appears, 
« Seeming with eloquence to charm, our ears, 


« More 
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More than Hyblæan ſweets his lips diſcloſe, 
% While with beatitude each accent flows.” 

But ſee, alas! how thoſe ſad tints diſcloſe, 
The blackeſt comprehenſive ſcene of woes: 
“ Lo! voluntary there man's ſacrifice, 
„ Bows his meek head, and the 3 dies: 
« Fix d to the croſs, his healing arms are bound, 
While copious mercy ſtreams from ev'ry wound: 
« Mark the red drops that life exhauſting roll, 
« And the ſtrong pang that rends the panting ſoul : 
&« Death with ſlow tortures, and ſevere delay, 
« Exults and riots in ſupremeſt ſway : 
6 And canſt thou ſtupid man ſuch ſorrow ſee! 
Nor ſhare the anguiſh which was born for thee ! 
« Thy ſins for which his ſacred fleſh is torn, 
« Point ev'ry nail and ſharpen ev'ry thorn : 
« Nature convulſive, ſmarts in ev'ry wound, 
With pangs that cleave the ſympathetic ground: 
* Lo! the blank ſun his chariot backward driven, 
« Blots out the day, and periſhes tho heaven; 
| « Earth 
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« Earth W from her entrels bears a part, 
* And the rent- rock upbraids man's flinty wi e7 
„ Yawning the grave reveals his gloomy reign, 
And the cold gaſtly dead appear again,” 

See painted there! with dread prophetic fire, 
The groaning earth abſorb'd in flame expire; 
% Unſhrouded there the bright Meſſiah ſee 
„ Wrap'd in full blaze of pow'r and majeſty, 
Ride on the clouds, while as his chariot flies, 
The bright effulgence ſtreams thro? all the ſkies. 
„ See! how the proud diſſolving mountains glow, 
And yielding rocks in fi'ry rivers flow!“ 

Such moulten deluge round the world muſt roar, 


And all mens arts and labours be no more. 


Note. I muſt own myſelf indebted for ſome thoughts, as alſo 
for ſome of the lines, in the laft part of this Poem, to a manuſcript 
put into my hands by a gentleman, which was written by a Right 
Reverend Prelate ; but I could never find that it was made public. 
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ON HIS GRACE 


WILLIAM, Duke of Devonſhire, 


COMING Go A 
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Hic tibi certa domus; certi ne abſiſte Penates. VIRGIL, 
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On his Grace the Duke of Devonſhire's 
coming of Age, 


# OME lofty ſtrains, and Heliconian lays, 
My voice above its former daring raiſe; 
Come ſweet preluding, ſymphonizing lyre, 5 
* - Airs all fablime, and true poetic thee; 
Such as when Clio ſweeps the ſounding ſtrings, 
And with a charming voice ſome Hero ſings, 
With vary'd trills, and grace divine, ſhe moves, 
And thro? the ſoul of harmony ſhe roves. 
For ſuch the Poet now invokes the Muſe, 
Ere high. attempting he his flight purſues, 
Aided by her he ſoars with vent'rous wings, 
And the grand theme in lofty numbers ſings, 
Ambitious dares the noble taſk engage, 
To hail a Devonſhire's now ripen'd age. 
Now Agenoria has begun her ſway, 
And from Juventas leads the Son away; 
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Conducts him ſafely to renown'd abodes, 
And bids him claim his Father's Houſhold Gods. 
All hail the day! the choral ſong prepare, 
Let Joyful Pæans fill the vocal air, | 
Thro' all Britannia's Iſle let joy abound, 
And the pleas'd Echo ſpread the grateful ſound. 
| cans Ceres, Bacchus, and Pomona twine, 
The feſtive wreath, and in the banquet join, 
Hither let India her choice tribute ſend, 
Earth, Sea, and Air, their friendly ſuccour lend; 
Hither may Genius, and high learning come, 
And i grace the lofty dome: 
Chaſte Pleaſure come, and elevate the ſoul, 
Come dimpl'd Hebe, with inſpiring bow! : 
Smiling let blithe Euphroſyne advance, 
With, ſiſter Graces, in the ſprightly dance: 
Come thou acknowledg'd ſacred, moſt divine, 
Buy conſtant Incenſe offer'd to thy ſhrine, 
With vows each Cavendiſh fo truly paid, 
To thee, their darling, and a maid; 

4 Thou 
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Thou mountain Nymph ſweet Liberty appear, | 
With gratulations to the Chatſworth Heir : 
And faireſt Peace, be thou auſpicious found, 


Kind nurſe of Arts, with olive-garlands crown'd ; 

Often thy bleſſings Cavendiſh diſplay'd ; 

To thee has nebel ſacrifices mal 

And true to thee, and for Britania's good, 

Firm and unſhaken as a mountain ſtood. 
Nor leaſt conſpicuous with a plumy creſt, 

Be honour'd Anceſtry a welcome gueſt, 

By old Proſapia led with decent ſhew, 

And lengthen'd robes, which far behind him flow; 

His aſpect noble, free from blot or ſtain, 

And all the Virtues will ſupport his train; 

High- titl'd Peerage ſumptuous may appear, 

And Herald pageantry, and badges wear, 

Achievements various, won 1n various wars, 

With garters, ribbands, coronets, and ſtars, 

Tho! deck'd with all that ere adorn'd the Line, 
Through the wrought veil ſtill Cayendiſh will ſhine. 

N 4 
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All toil ſuſpended for the feſtive day, 
Round happy Chatſworth welcome fern and play, 

With weighty implements no creathre groan, 
To bring to view the variegated ſtone; | 
Bid ſwarthy bes their hard taſk give o'er, 
Bending beneath a load of heavy ore, 
With air and day-light, giving joy and peace, 
Bid the dark labours of the Miner ceaſe. | 

Fame with thy trumpet Cavendiſh reſound, 
The Son of Freedom ne'er may nander wound, 
Of race ſo noble, W errup cel "= 
Which fell Ambition yet cou'd ne'er enſlave; 
Lo! now imagination ſees ariſe, 
An awful figure full before her eyes, 
His noble ſoul bright-beaming in his face, 
With fair proportion, and each manly grace, 
Enur'd to watchings of moleſting ſtate, 
The toils of office, toils of long debate, 
Who in true friendſhip elevated ſhone 
Riſking to ſave a Ruſſel's life, his own, 


* 


To 
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To vile Oppreſſion who cou'd never yield, 
But Albion's guardian, bravely took the field, 
Like ſome avenging Angel in command, 
His flaming ſword high waving in his hand; 
When ſerving moſt, ſerv'd not for ſelfiſh ends, 
But for his Monarch, Country, and his Friends. 

As near thy Chatſworth Derwent rolls ks Waves, 5 
And full, and clear, its verdant borders laves, 
But ſtill enlarging as it farther flows, 
In Ocean ſpreading no confinement knows: 
In early times, thus Cavendiſh we find, 
With noble lineage, rich endowments join'd ; 
But as more known, increas'd {till more in F ame, 
And new Additions in ſucceſſion came; 
Honours on honours roll'd, like 4 on wave, 
And all that Fortune cou'd beſtow, ſhe gave: 
And as the Line from its firſt noble Head, 
Clear and unſully'd has with virtue ſpread; 
As Clio dubious who records the paſt, 
Knows not who moſt excell'd, the firſt or laſt, 

May 
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May boundleſs excellence be ſtill your view, 
Who moſt excell'd, be yet excell'd by you. 
When Time with happy omens bids you wed, 
And brings deſerving beauty to your bed, 
Highly accompliſh'd, and of noble race, 
Whoſe leaſt perfection is a charming face, 
May ſhe with conſtancy return your love, 
And like a Shrewſb'ry elevated prove: 
May Heirs unnumber'd, great as thoſe betore, 


Prolong the Line till Time ſhall be no more. 


I'N 


IN LIBERTAT EM. 


Ingenia melius recta ſe in laudes ferunt, 

Si nobilem animum vegeta Libertas alit. 

Pulcrum eminere eſt inter illuſtres viros; 

Conſulere patriæ; parcere afflictis; ferà 

 Cxde abſtinere; tempus atque iræ dare; 

Orbi quietem ; ſeculo pacem ſuo. 

Hæc ſumma virtus : petitur hac cœlum via. 
SENECA, 


Natoſque pater nova bella moventes, 

Ad pœnam pulcra pro Libertate vocabit 

Infelix : utcunque ferunt ea facta minores, 

Vincit amor patriz laudumque immenſa cupido. 

» VIRGIL, 
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IN LIBERTATEM. 


G RATA Libertas populo benigna, 
Luculentà quam pietate tollunt 
Anglicani; nunc tibi liberale 
Dedico carmen. 

O! Cameænis que celebranda caſtis 
Digna: quæ terræ decus et beatis 
Dis Olympi: dulce dato 3 

6 O! modulamen : 


Et tuam laudem, pueros canentes, 
Alme Libertas reſona faveto 
Voce : formoſas placido puellas 


Et fave cantu: 


Ferte chordis barbita ſeniores 
Grata, matronæque heliconiis: et 
Sit chorus latè omnibus Albionis 


Undique terris 


— 


Cum 
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Cum Iyra Phœbi, fidibuſque dignis 
Orphei; teſtudine cumque dulci; 
Tibiis blande querulis ; et apte 
Dicite mecum : 

O! probe virtutis amata mater, 
Duplicans quæ delicias fluentes, 
Vitam et omni parte beatam agens 


Es Dea certe. 


Auctor es vitæ; unde benignus ardor ; | 

Tu pet artus das animam perennem : 

Es Dei icon; qua fine” ſumus eheu ! 
Pulvis et umbra, 


Numen ultro, te bonitate magni 

Dedit altum mortalibus ; parentes 

Perderant primi quis te; dolost 
Fraude Colubri. 


Nonne 


[191] 
Nonne Libertatis amor fit omni 
Gente? jus, induſtria, ſemper artes 
Liberales, ſunt tua, daes faſque, 
| Vera propago. 


Roma ſic quondam fuit et vetuſta 

Et potens, ſacræ veneranda ſedes 

Atque Libertatis; agit dum honore 
Rexit et orbem: 


Cum malignis deſtituere tandem 

Auſus eſſet fraudibus alter altrum, 

Tunc ſuperba urbs, conſiliiſque fractis, 
Perdidit ipſam. 


Si locorum perdita nunc ubique 

Flamma Libertatis amabilis ſit, 

Intuetur Veſtæ apud Anglicanos 
Nos, velut ignem: 


Namque 
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Namque ſacratum proavi putabant, 
Et colebant; ſanguine maximorum, 
Qui tuis altaribus alma celſis 


Thura ferebant. 


Recta tete progenies piorum 
Eſtimabit; quam volucres canoræ, 
Semper et campi pecudes virentis 


Ritè fruuntur. 


Ecce equus, qui fræna vagus recuſans 
Naribus ſtridet patulis, petitque 
Te; ſono item quadrupedante pulſat, 


Ungula campum. 


Celebrantes te voce ſæpe dulci 

Ecce 5 per virides columbæ; 

Mox per auram vis liquidam volantes 
Tendere pennas. 


Molle 
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Molle vellus que gerit alba tergo 

In tua ſic ſaltitat agna balans 

Laude; paſtorum fugitanſque prata 
Florida capie 


Se levans in nubibus implicatis 
Ad tuam cantabit alauda laudem; 
Et fugax cœlum liquido ſerenum 


 Gutture mulcet, 


Vera Libertas amat acta digna z 
Semper inſignis fuit actione 
Quæ pios mores moderatur omnes 


Lege Deorum. 


E ſinu te Faſtus inanis urget 

Cinctus inſigni radiante gemmz: 

Quibus eſſent purpuriæque veſtes 
Regibus abſis. 


0 | Te 


|| 
| [ 194 ] 
| Te negat Victoria laureata z 
[ Qui triumphans ſanguineaque fam 
| Patriam dum compedit, ille certe 
| | Compedit ipſum, 
| Sedulo cum vultu, Honor altus à te 
| | Ecce Libertate fugit ! cum et auctis 
| Pre rosà elatus titulis amarus 
[ 
| Carduus hæret. 
| O! miſer, vel terque quaterque tortus, 
| | 
| Occupatus qui Ambitione ſemper 
[ Vivit: à te diſtat ut ecce terra 
| Diſtat Olympus, 
| : : Cæca multos ſubjugat et Libido; 
| Nam voluptas luxurioſa fallax : 
| Negligit qui vincere paſſiones 
| Vincitur illis, 
| 


Sordidus 
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Sordidus cui copia multa rerum 
Eſt; opes aut accumulat nefandas, 
Vinctus auro eſt; ducit et ille vitam 


Rebus in arktis. 


En Adulantum numeroſum et agmen 

Hic ſuperbus non meminit futuri; 

Iſte pravis, perfidus arma tecta 
Omnibus urget. 


Hi parentum nam decora alta vaſtant; 
Natio virtute carens inepta, 
Jure, Libertate quoque abrogata 


Venditur auro, 


Sed tuo in loco quia factioſi 

Furioſam ſæpe Licentiam dant 

Nationi ; heu ! zelotypuſque vulgug 
Accipit Hydram : 


O 2 


[ 196 } 


Iſta prætentos aditus malorum 


Pandit et cum ſeditione cæcà 
Et tumulku, morte repente pollens 


Omnia vaſtat. 


Hinc procul Licentia turpis eſto; 
Improbæ curæ, dolor atque vitæ 
Eſte longe cum anxietate triſti 


Hinc procul omni. 


Aſt honor ſit ſplendida ſervitudo; 


Optimates pompaque vana regnet; | 
Munerent et cum tituli ſuperbi 


Pectore curas : 


Quis agit vitam liber, et quietus ? 


En ſerena Ruricolam beatum 


Mente! qui prudens potietur arvis 


Pace paternis, 


Millies 
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Millies aut amplius ille felix! 
Ille Libertate duce auſpicate 


Et ſaluber, ſine timore diro 


Montibus errat: 


Aureo rectè modo, vivit unquam, 
Et colit ſemper mediocritate 
Tete amatam: O! unicus ille certe 


Vincula fruſtrat. 


Dum mare at circumfluit Albionem; 
Inque gyrum dum redit annus; atque 
Tempus, et lux eſt ſine fine lucens 


Sis veneranda. 


| O 3 PSALMI 
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PSALMI 124 Paraphraſis. 


Minuentur atræ 
Carmine curæ. Hor. 


I. 
| Av XILIO mihi ni Deus eſſet, nunc ait Iſrael, 


Auxilio triſti, ni Deus eſſet amans: 


"We 
Quandoquidem rabidi dederant nos eſſe vorandos 


Haud mora, pugnabant qui pede, cumque manu 


I 
Oppreſſi vero fuimus ſub flumine forti, 


Victam quando animam gurgite volvat aqua; 


PSALM 
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PSALM 124th paraphraſed in Engliſh, 


And ever againſt eating cates 
Lap me in ſoft Lydian airs. MitTox, 


n 


I: the Lord had not a 
Now may Iſrael truly ſay: 
If the Lord had not befriended 
When men fill d us with diſmay: 
II. 

When in wrathful high difpleabare; 
They began to work us woe, 
To be ſwallow'd our hard 33 
They kad quickly laid us Ji: 

III. 
Vice profane, and folly ſhewing, : 
Our deſtruction they had vow'd 
In the ſtream ſo ſtrongly flowing, 
Delug'd on us by the Proud; 


O 4 IV, Attamen 
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IV. 


Attamen inflati vexant nos uſque profundum, 


Adverſum ac animam confluet unda vorax: 


V. 
Sanctum ſed Domini nomen nunc laudibus ornem, 


A ſævo tutor, qui cito dente fuit: 


VI. 
Aſt animus laqueo ſe tanquam avis eripit acer; 


Perrupto laqueo, nunc ego tutus ero. 


ö 


A Domino eſt mea libertas, hoc nomine ſpero, 


Qui coli ſpatium fecit et orbis ovans. 


IV. Near 
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IV. 
Near deſtroy d the ſeat of thinking, 
Stupefaction on us ſtole, 
Deep amid” the water ſinking 
Quite o'erwhelm'd had been the foul : 
V. 
But, Oh! Lord, thy name be praiſed, 
Who protected from their claws, 
Nor wou'd give us up amazed 
For a prey to ſavage jaws : 
| VI. 
Then our ſoul eſcap'd rejoicing, 
As a bird eſcapes the ſnare, 
And the fowler's lure enticing, 
Safe deliver'd by his care, 
„ 
From the Lord all ſtrengch is given, 
And our hope is in his name; 
Who the boundleſs arch of Heaven, 
Earth and univerſe cou'd frame. 


* 
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XPTZOAAEKT TAI OE. 

Ad eruditum Dominum GEORGIUM Cop E- 
LANDUM, A. B. ſtudiorum meorum juveni- 
lium directorem, cum annulo, Oratione Do- 

minica, in tabulà minima, ſeriptà, rubenti- 
bus lapillis circundata, et ſubter cryſtallum 
inſerta. 


Tam beatior omnibus lapillis; 
Tam ſim clarior omnibus lapillis. BuchAx. 


Auna cum materià, decorem 


Annulo ſummum tribuant Eoi 
Vix lapilli, etſi maculà carentes, 


Arte magiſtra, 


Lævigati: ad ſidera porrigente 
Te manus Copelande, tibi annulorum 
Optimum ſed quod facit, ipſe Noſter 


Eſt Pater intus. 
\ 


\ 


: The 
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The Latin Verſes tranſlated ; ſent by the Au- 
thor to the Reverend Mr. GEORGE COO P- 
LAND, With a Ring: the Ring having the 
whole Pater noſter, wrote very ſmall, ſet 
under a Cryſtal. 


Let other Rings with jewels bright, 
Caſt around their coſtly light, 
Let them want no noble ſtone 


Vet ſhall thy Ring give place to none. CowLEY: 


Nor each Eaſtern gem that glows, 
' * 
Free from blemiſh, cut with art; 
Nor the gold that luſtre ſhews, 


To this Ring its grace impart. 


But the Ring perfection claims, 
When his hands my Coopland joins; 
And in pray'r his zeal enflames : 


In it Pater noſter ſhines, - 
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Corde ſervatus Pater ipſe Noſter, 

| Ore quem fundis precibus rotundo, 
O! decus fit nam digito lapillis 


| Auriculari. 


FINIS. 
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Gracing ſoul, and cis tongue, 
Spoke with eloquence divine 
On your little finger long, 
May this Pater noſter ſhine, 


THE END, 


